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AN OLD SAILOR'S STORY. 

BY GEOBOE H. C0031EB. 


Ojt a pleasant evening, in the fall of 
1844, our brig, the Capitola, of New York, 
lay becalmed in the Greek Archipelago. 
As I see, by a journal which in those days 
I took great pleasure in keeping, we had 
been out eighty-nine days from Rio Janei¬ 
ro for Odessa. The twilight of the even¬ 
ing wa^ exceedingly beautiful. It is hardly 
possible to picture a more delicious scene 
than that presented by the sunset of a 
lovely autumn day, on 

“The blue Ionian islands, and the old Hclenic 
strand.” 

Cerigo was plainly visible to the north¬ 
west, while the green coast of the isle of 
Candia stretched far to the southward. 
Milo, to the north, was barely perceptible 
from ibe topgallant-yards. 

Most of the tars, in their wide duck 
trousers, once white, but now of a subdued 
“slush” color, listlessly trod the deck, 
talking of this or that street in Rio Janei¬ 
ro, or of the Five Pointa iu New York. It 
mattered little to them, that the ships 
of Xerxes or Ale:]mnder had plowed the 
^gean before them—^that Homer had 
sung, or Achilles fought; but they knew 
all about the set of a topgallant-sail, and 
whether a ship looked best with a white 
streak, or with painted ports. 

Yet in almost every ship's company 
there is at least one man who has read 
books, and who, put him where you will, 
knows gometbiiig of the clime in which be 
finds himself. There was one such among 
my shipmates—a bronzed and gallant tar, 
who had been almost everywhere, aud 
who devoured all printed matter that 
came in his way with the assiduity of a 
“proof reader.” With some useless lum¬ 
ber, he had stored also much of excellence 
in the “fore-peak” of his memory. Shaks- 
peare, Byron, newspaper poems addressed 
to “ Rosebud ” or “ The Author’s Mother,” 
missionary tracts presented him in the 
South Seas, Josephus, the Mysteries of 
Paris, and Pilgrim’s Progress, or, at least, 
the substance of them, found storage-room 
in his retentive brain, and, wiUi but little 
ovorlianling, would, upon occasion, be 


forthcoming. If, like his shipmates, he 
knew the names of disreputable streets, 
and the quality of liquors iu the various 
seaports, from Cronstadt to Trieste, from 
Boston to Callao, and if actual observation 
had shown him that 

“ Bode and antique gamitare 

Becked the rude walld and oaken floor” 

of the “ lock-up if, in short, when on 
shore, be was given to like passions as 
other men, he was at sea a man of deep 
thought, and far from unpoetic feeling— 
able to express bis ideas properly, and 
often almost eloquently. He was a man, 
also, of much decision of character, and 
once, off Malta, when our brig was thrown 
down in a squall, he bad saved her by 
countermanding an order of the captain, 
who was a timid man, aud wished to cut 
away the masts, to right the vessel, with 
breakers not five miles to leeward. 

“Avast, allT’ shouted old Bob; “don’t 
cut a lanyard I” And the crew obeyed 
him, iu spite of the captain. 

His muiinous conduct was forgiven, in 
consideration of its having saved all hands 
from dancing a polka upon the rocks of the 
hard'Shelled little island. 

Sitting with. Bob upon the windlass, 
after sunset, as the sails slat to and fro in 
the stark calm, we two talked long and 
earnestly of the old historic times—of 
Lepanto and Marathon; of Xerxes, with 
hi? millions, of Lepuic^as, and Xenophon, 
and Philip, and of the conquering son of 
Jupiter Ammon. 

*• The blind old bard of Scions rocky Ulc” 

was not forgotten, nor the headlong fall of 
Lucifer from heaven: 

M Thrown by angry Jove 

bbeer o'er the crystal baUlemeots.” 

"VYe remembered that he fell upon Lemnos, 
which we would soon behold, as it lay be¬ 
tween us and the Dardanelles. 

“ Vol ter tuyfle you dalks apout, all der 
while?” said Hendrick Van Schemmelpin- 
nick, a Dutchman from Rotterdam. “ You 
knowsh more ash ter old man in the gabin, 
mit yer boetry—Ich vanls to .scbleep.” 
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And with this remark, he subsided again, 
for he could sleep as well, and with the 
same smoky dreams, in the ^eau as in 
the Zuyder Zee. 

We talked of revolutions, old and new, 
wondering why radical republicans are so 
apt to be bloodthirsty assassins, and repub¬ 
lics so often failures. We spoke of the 
Greeks, and their struggles for liberty, and 
hnally of the Turks and Kussians. 

“ The Turks are a good enough people,” 
said Bob, “ but as to the Kussians, I would 
not compare them to Spitsbergen bears, if 
I thought any respectable old Bruin was by 
to hear me, because I shouldn’t want to 
hurt his feelings. The Turk is honest and 
faithful; he has none of your high notions 
about progress, and you might tarn the 
whole peninsula around on a pivot, with 
Constantinople away up the Gulf of Ven¬ 
ice, and he would sit and smoke all the 
same, never dreaming he’d worn ship! But 
these Kussians are trying to pull every¬ 
thing to their own pile; and you can’t 
drive them away from their object, any 
more than you could drive a shark from a 
dead porpoise with a wooden belaying pin. 
In their wars, tiohody thinks them success¬ 
ful; we don’t see the result until long 
afterwards, and then all at once we find 
them away to windward. They’ve got 
Western . Europe by the hamstring, as I 
once saw a wolf, near Port Natal, catch a 
horse; and the victiin, to ease the present 
pain, squats on its haunches, as the horse 
did, when it ought to give the old Musco¬ 
vite wolf a prodigious kick between the 
eyes, in the direction of Warsaw. As to 
the Turks being Mahometans, why, I would 
as soon think of quarrelling with a man 
about what he dreamed last night, as about 
his religion. When they took me on board 
the old Abd el Kahmau, it seemed to me 
that their religion brought forth as good 
fruits as any other; and what do you want 
of a tree, hut fruit, or shade, or beauty, or 
something that you can either taste, or 
see, or feel? When I was with them, in 

1829 —” 

“ ‘ The army swore terribly in Flanders ’ ” 
interrupted L “But heave ahead with 
that yarn, as often as you please; I’ve half 
forgotten how you got among them, and 
would like to hear it all over again. Tour 
Kusso-Turkish-Georgian experience is 
always new to me.” 

** stttd Hendrick, tnming over. 


you delis der shtoiy, Pob—you delU him 
so petter as never vash, from Kio to Shrib- 
raltar, all der while—1 shleeps all der 
same.” And the Dutchman was off again, 
m his misty dream about old Vandersplo-1 
gen and the ragpickers of Kotterdam. 

Bob’s story, fragments of which he had 
often given us before, but which he now 
related more in detail, commenced with 
his voyage in the hark Sicilian from New 
York to Odessa. 

“After discharging oar cargo,” said he, 

we lay in Odessa about eight weeks, 
waiting orders, and having altogether a 
pretty jolly time, till the crew of the bark 
Sicilian became ‘ men of mark’ in the city 
especially well known to the M:u 3 covite 
police, who, I doubt not, often gave as 
some very good advice, though we never 
knew what it was, for no man can make 
headway in their language, till he has 
swallowed a capstan with all its bars across. 
The ‘old man’ set us a good example, get- 

ting ‘tight as a brick’ every night, and 
mways walking overboard when he came 
down to the bark. That was his ‘ style ’ at 
such times; he was sure to pitch straight 
down between the pier and the ship, when 
the mate, or somebody who didn’t happen 
to be too drunk, would fish him up with a 
Doatbook. 

At last we sailed for. Smyrna, to load 
with wool for London, and it was about 
time, for of late we had been obliged to 
discharge our liabilitiea’ at old Ivan 
Scaremoff’s, by breaking through the bulk¬ 
head, and stealing the ship’s beef. How¬ 
ever, we squared all up, and vindicated our 
honesty on shore, by robbing Peter to pay 
Paul. Paul was satisfied with our hi^h 
mercantile integrity; and as-for Peter°I 
suppose he never knew the difference, suit 
was. all right. When we were off Cape 
Kalagria, the wind hauled to tlie westward, 
blowing a gale for seven days. The bark 
was in ballast, and drifted three or four 
hundred miles to leeward. At last, after 
she had been tumbled on her beam ends 
two or three times, the ballast shifted, and 
she became so water-logged that we cut 
away the masts, and found ourselves on a 
pleasure excursion in the Black Sea, in an 
old tub with the hoops off. We were pretty 
hard up for eating and drinking material, 

I can tell you. The cook was a man out 
of employment, looking for work, not able 
to find it, even at reduced wages, and we 
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pitied him. The captain’s brandy was all 
adrift, and we pitied him, too. 

“ The next day we were fallen in with 
by a lai^e Bussian man-of-war, which we 
all supposed would take us off, though the 
weather, I confess, was pretty rough for 
small boats. We stated our grievances to 
the surly old Muscovite in good English, 
which must have been interesting to a man 
who couldn’t understand a word of any 
language softer than the music made by 
the tearing a lot of eight-inch spikes out of 
a ship’s timbers with a crowbar. After we 
liad finished our rather hurried narrative, 
which, even to a human being, much less 
a Ivussian, must have been made wholly 
unintelligible by the noise of wind and 
wave, we waited for some demonstration 
on his part, feeling, indeed, that our situ¬ 
ation spoke for itself, and he certainly 
couldn’t misunderstand that. 

“ ‘ Tschaduertschinskochotsk brittle- 
sprinkskiloffr said the Russian, and went 
about his business. 

“We derived all the consolation we 
could from this address, and tried to think 
that it might, if rightly understood, ex¬ 
press the beauties of Christian patience 
under difficulties. At any rate, it cost the 
Russian nothing. Then we sat down and 
looked at the Black Sea; we might never 
have so good a chance again, and were de¬ 
termined to improve the opportunity. Our 
experience in this respect made me think 
of the old preacher’s representation of 
Daniel in the den of lions; * There he sat 
all night,’ said the minister, * looking at 
the show for nothing—^it never cost him a 
centr 

“The following morning we saw a sail 
to windward, which, upon perceiving our 
signals, bore down for us. She proved to 
he a Tuiklsh ship of the line, tlie Abd el 
Rahman, of eighty-four guns, commanded 
by Isphau Bey. It being, as the wind hdd 
greatly increased, impossible for a boat to 
Jive in the heavy sea, the Abd el Rahman 
lay by us for thirty hours, when, the weath¬ 
er having moderated, she took us from the 
wreck. Nothing could exceed the kind¬ 
ness of Isphan Bey and his crew. The war 
of 1829, between Tuikey and Russia, was 
now bitterly raging, and ihe Bey was great¬ 
ly pleased to learn that we had so lately 
seen a ship of the enemy, which, he said 
{talking with us through Mr. O’Brien, an 
Irish officer in the Turkish service), he 


supposed to he the Kamtschatka, of ninety- 
six guns, and he at once sailed in pursuit. 

“ The Turkish man-of-war was a noble- 
looking ship, everything about her beingin 
perfect order; tlie men neat, active and sea- 
man-like, and having, one and all, an air 
of resolute daring. 

“In plain sight of the Caucasus Moun¬ 
tains, about half way between the Crimea 
and the northern extremity of Georgia, we 
espied the Russian ship, as she was stand¬ 
ing for the Sea of Azof. We asked the 
commander of the Abd el Rahman, for an 
opportunity of showing our gratitude to 
him, and also our love for the Russians, 
a!id he turned us over to the Irish lieuten¬ 
ant, O'Brien. That gentleman stationed 
us at two twenty-four-pounders on the spar 
deck, and we promised him a good report, 
both of the guns and ourselves. The Kam- 
tschatka, upon perceiving us, instantly bore 
down to engage. It was past sunset, and, 
as she neared us, she loomed up in the twi¬ 
light like the Rock of Gibraltar. Present¬ 
ly the dusk had so thickened, that both 
ships lighted their battle-lanterns, and the 
appearance presented by tlie two moving 
monsters was then grand indeed. The 
Russian had the weather gage, and showed 
no inclination for close action, but opened 
his fire at long range. It was instantly re¬ 
turned by Isphan Bey, and we saw the 
splinters fly from the sides of the enemy. 
The cannonade soon became very heavy, 
but the Bey did not like the long range, 
and the Abd el Rahman commenced work¬ 
ing nearer her antagonist, now and then 
pouring in a broadside, which made every¬ 
thing tremble. With much difficulty, we 
worked up to pistol distance, it being al¬ 
most impossible, while doing so, to avoid 
being raked by the Russian. 

“Having attained the wished-for posi¬ 
tion, we recommenced our fire with greater 
ardor than ever, the flaming broad.'*ides and 
deafening roar of the cannon '\Iinost stupe¬ 
fying our senses. We knew the position 
of the enemy, only by the vivid sheets of 
flame that streamed athwart the smoke and 
darkness which enveloped him; but that 
he was * as well as could be expected,’ we 
had every reason to believe, for his shot 
struck our side, like the crashing of ice in. 
the Arctic. Through and through our ship 
they came, tearing plank and stanchion, 
plowing up the decks, and mangling 
scores of men at each lUuudering discharge. 
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Among my American shipmates, the de¬ 
struction was awful. A single chain-shot 
stretched four of the twelve brave fellows 
dead at my feet, but the survivors worked 
at the grim twenty-four-pounders with a 
will. The result of the battle was extreme¬ 
ly doubtful; hut the Turk was undaunted. 
Isphan Bey puffed at his long pipe with 
surpassing vigor, and the old Abd el Rah¬ 
man trembled and rolled under the recoil 
of her owuiguns, as her tremendous broad¬ 
sides showered grape and chain and round- 
shot, upon the vessel of the hated Giaour. 

“At times the enemy’s fire would slack¬ 
en for a moment, as if tlie stubborn Rus¬ 
sians had flinched from Lheirguns, appalled 
by the horrible slaughter; then, like afresh 
gust in a storm, it would again leap forth 
with fearful energy, when the imbruted 
boors had been driven by their officers 
back to the smoking battery. But the 
Turks never for a moment faltered, though 
the destruction on board the Abd el Rah¬ 
man was frightful. 

“Isphan Bey, knowing the superiority of 
his countrymen in the use of the sabre, be¬ 
came anxious to board. Both ships were 
so greatly cut to pieces in the rigging, that 
neither could gain much advantage in 
manoeuveriug, over his antagonist, but in 
this respect, the difference, if any existed, 
was in favor of the Turk, and the Russian, 
while attempting to keep the weather gage, 
fell off in such a manner that his bowsprit 
struck the main rigging of the Abd el Rah¬ 
man, and the broadside of the Turk raked 
him fore and aft. In another moment we 
had lashed his bowsprit rigging to our 
maiushrouds, andhe swung alongside of us. 

“Foremost in the operation of lashing 
the vessels, were the few remaining Amer¬ 
ican tars, and, with the exception of my¬ 
self, all of them were killed before the feat 
was accomplished. 

“Flinging aside his pipe, Isphan Bey 
sprang upon the rail with his sabre. It 
gleamed above the horseuil of his turban 
like an angry star, and, whirling the glitter¬ 
ing weapon, he landed at a bound on the 
deck of the enemy. His entire crew fol¬ 
lowed him. The Russians fought like 
shaggy bears, but all in vain. Rending the 
darkness with theory of ‘ Allah." the Turks 
swept upon the enemy with their crashing 
scimitars. Foremost of all, was the brave 
and reckless Bey. His turban had been 
fairly cleft from his head by a Russian 


sabre, and himself desperately wounded ; 
but, as he cheered on his maddened fol¬ 
lowers. sweeping right and left with that 
fiery scimitar, the stubborn Muscovites 
rolled back in confusion before him. From 
stem to sterii the ship was piled with dead, 
and cries for quarter resounded upon all 
sides. Isphan Bey paused in his work of 
death, and the roar of battle died to a sick¬ 
ening murmur. At this moment, the ap¬ 
pearance of the Turkish commander was 
truly remarkable. He was taU, broad- 
shouldered and well-formed, with stem 
but magnanimous features, and, as he 
stood in the light of the battle-lanterns, 
with his black curly hair flung in disorder 
from bis temples, he presented a picture 
embodying all that one may imagine of 
Saladin or Mahomet. 

“ *HiB clotted locks he backward threw. 

Across bis brow bis hand he drew. 

From blood and mist to clear his sight; * 

and then, with a pitying look around him, 
he gave orders that the wounded should be 
at once cared for. Leaping lightly on board 
the Abd el Rahman, he proceeded to his 
cabin to have his own wounds dressed by 
the surgeon. 

“ Morning beheld the crescent of the 
Moslem flying from the mizzen-peak of the 
Kamtschatka; but both ships looked like 
old drmikards, that all night had been try¬ 
ing to stave in the head of a molasses hogs¬ 
head with their own. To make matters 
worse, it began to blow a heavy gale, driv¬ 
ing us in a southerly direction toward the 
land. The prize-ship lost her masts, and 
went upon a reef. Hot a soul was saved, 
Turkish or Russian. ‘Kismet ’ (it is fate), 
said Isphan Bev. But I believe him to 
have regretted the doom of his vanquished 
enemies, for he was a true and noble man. 

“ The Abd el Rahman was driven beyond 
the reef which had demolished the prize- 
ship.and struck upon a sandy promontory of 
the Georgian coast. All except the wound¬ 
ed reached the shore, finding themselves 
in an exceedingly wild and romantic coun¬ 
try. For miles upon miles, until lost in 
the blue distance, stretched the vast Cau¬ 
casus—from the banka of the Sea of Azof, 
to ‘ the hioad Caspian’s reedy brink,’ the 
great chain wound away, like an army of 
the sons of Anak. 

“As to the people of the country, we 
found them, as the Irish geographer said 
of Gaul, ‘quartered into three halves;’ 
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part fishermen, part hunters, and all \?ar- 
riors—this last being a term of pretty, loose 
signification in Geoigia and Circassia, 
meaning a man who would perform a sur* 
gical operation upon a Bussiau’s jugular, 
for the mere pleasure of the thing; or, 
pouncing upon you in a mountain gorge, 
give your infidel fiesh to the fowls of the 
air, because you are not as religious as him* 
self, and have three yellow coins in your 
pockeh 

“The men were tall ferocious-looking 
fellows; blit the women—^you must go 
there, if you would have any idea of them. 
You may think of oronges and magnolias, 
and all kinds of glorious fruits and fiowers, 
but no illustration from vegetable nature 
or the animal kingdom, and nothing that 
you have read in books will give you a just 
impression of the beauty of a Georgian 
woman. I have seen reputed beauties in 
America and Europe, but here they would 
have been like apple trees in an orange 
grove. Not one iu fifty of them would 
have stood any chance to he bidden off by 
a rich Turk, for even the fourteenth wife 
of his harem. Seriously, though, the Turks 
seldom do as badly as that; they are satis¬ 
fied with less wives thau some of us sup¬ 
pose ; and I tell you again, they are a good 
people. 

“ The crew of the bark Sicilian had all, 
with the esceptiou of myself, as 1 have be¬ 
fore said, been killed in the battle with the 
Bussiau; the Turks, upon landing iu Geor¬ 
gia, scattered themselves in one direction 
and another ; Xsphan Bey departed for his 
country by the way of Trebizoud and Si¬ 
nope, and I w*as left with only O'Brien the 
Insh lieutenant. His romantic disposition 
constrained him to remmn a while longer 
among this remarkable people. He was 
almost as great a linguist as the * Learned 
Blacksmith,* and, among many other lan¬ 
guages, spoke the Georgian tolerably well. 
1 tell you, uotliiug will make a man learn 
a language so fast as the having pretty 
women around him who speak it, and so I 
made wonderful progress In my Georgian 
Jingo. 

“ I was now a good Mussulman—(who 
wouldn’t have been?)—and no people could 
have treated me more kindly than did these 
barbaric mountaineers. The lieutenant 
and myself learned to hunt in company 
with their wild horsemen, and passed many 
days Iu the romantic gorges and mountain 


passes. In the course of our rides, I learned 
that O’Brien, besides being a man of good 
family and excellent education, was the 
possessor of a fine estate in Ireland, and 
that nothing but his Crusoe-like love of ex¬ 
citement had caused him to .enter as third 
lieutenant on board a Turkish ship. 

“ At last be resolved to set out for Tiflis, 
in search of adventures, and I agreed to 
accompany him; for, although by birth 
and education he was my superior, he 
seemed somehow to fancy me. I suppose it 
was because I seemed better to understand 
his peculiar Ideas and metaphysical specu¬ 
lations thau most of the people he had 
been iu the habit of conversing with. So 
we made ready for the Tifiis expedition; 
but, on the day before that whereon we 
were to commence our journey, we heard 
that a party of marauding Bussians had ap¬ 
peared in our neighborhood, and, with 
other spoil, had carried away a young Geor¬ 
gian girl, reputed the most beautiful of all 
the maidens thereabout. The soul of the 
Celtic lieutenant was in arms; he had the 
impulsiveness of old Coeur de Lion, and at 
once resolved to join the parly of light 
horsemen,. already mustered for pursuiL 
Of course I liked nothing better, and im¬ 
mediately our horses were under sailing 
orders. 

“ Our party numbered about a hundred 
men, and* the appearance presented by 
themselves and their horses was more pic¬ 
turesque than anything of the kind that I 
ever saw. Some of the animals were spot¬ 
ted with red and white, some were shining 
black, others were as white as snow, and 
many were a glossy bay. The leader of 
our band rode a black fiery charger, whose 
wonderful flying leaps over everything in 
his way, surprised me. I was a bad horse¬ 
man —1 knew more about steering a ship— 
but these horses of Georgia know what you 
require of them, and you don’t have, to 
keep shifting your helm up and down, to 
prevent their broaching to. They know 
every path among the mountains, as well 
as an old-fashioned West India brig knows 
the way to Havana. 

“ The country was all up and down, like 
a chopping sea, and extremely wild. Some¬ 
times we descended into deep gorges, the 
appearance of which was frightful—over¬ 
hung by rocks, like those iu the Highlands 
of Scotland. At other times, on ascending 
the high ridges of the Caucasus, tlie pros- 
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pect was glorious. We saw the Sea of Azof, 
the Black Sea, and the Straits of Eniskale. 
Now and then we started a wolf; and we 
saw more eagles than I could count. 

" The marauders, about equal in number 
to our own party, had fled in the direction 
of the Don, which you know is a good way 
to the northeast, hut they were destined 
never to reach it. We came up with them 
among the passes of Circassia, and, at the 
first encounter, overthrew them horse and 
man. Those who escaped the sword were 
precipitated down an abyss, towards which, 
in their confusion, they had rushed mi- 
awaree. We were close at their heels, and 
over they went—men, horses and jingling 
arms—away down upon the jagged rocks, 
and every one of them perished. The 
young Georgian captive, at the moment of 
our attack, went in stays with her delicate 
snow-white courser, and flung herseif upon 
the protection of her countrymen. 

“ We lost only afew men, but among the 
wounded was the brave Irish lieutenant. 
Bearing down furiously to the charge, he 
was struck from his saddle by a Cossack 
lance. lyhen the affray was over, we as¬ 
sisted him in reaching a valley, where we 
were to encamp for the night. 

“ So far as his figure-head was concerned, 
the lieutenant had played the champion to 
some purpose, and at first sight of him, I 
thought of llarmion at Flodden; 501 act^ 
the part of Lady Clara, ‘brought him 
blessed water from the spring,’ and washed 
the blood from his wound. It bad bewil¬ 
dered him a good deal, but was not dan¬ 
gerous, He soon, appeared once more the 
fiue-looking officer I bad seenhim on board 
the sultan’s ship, and asked, in a humorous 
way, if any one was dead beside himself. 

“ ‘ Widow O’Brien, of County Clare,” he 
continued, laplsing almost into the brogue 
that he had generally avoided, ‘ ye were 

near being a childless widow the day. But 
where is thegirl f I saw her but a moment, 
in the confusion. AcusAZa mucAree/ you 
are worth losing a better head than mine 
fori’ 

“At this momentthe young girl made 
her appearance, surrounded by half a dozen 
warriors. She had a superb form, and such 
a face'as I never saw before or since. I 
cannot tell you how she looked—I hardly 
knew, I felt as if a rainbow had dropped 
at my feet, like a staysail with the block 
carried away. You may think of the vine¬ 


yards you have seen about Malaga—of ^e 
and gold and flowers and stars ; I felt a^ if 
all these thin^ had been flung upon my 
senses at once, and I had been bUardAd by 
a crew of fairiesi She -Was not oif^ a 
beamy, as one might say, in the abs'trac t, 
but a beauty among beauties—d crick ship 
in a clipper fleet. No glass of Jamaica 
ever capsized my ideas as she did. O’Brien 
forgot his wound; his rich Irish nattfie 
overflowed likea spring tide at Amstefrfam. 
He met the wild mountain girl in a nitih 
more shipshape style than I coiild. 

“ She was a true Mahometan, and blessid 
the prophet and the lieutenant for her de¬ 
liverance. Her appearance was so cHafai- 
terlstle of everything around us, that I 
could not help thinking her a being that 
had sprung out of these wild seenbs, as 
naturally as a very beautiful idea may 
spring from an imaginative mind. The 
valley was ‘studded with old sturdy trees,’ 
and here and there among them stood the 
splendid horses of this fieree cavalry. The 
peaks of the old Caucasus blazed in the d^ 
ing sunbeams, and it was dusk in the val¬ 
ley. The Georgian girl showed her jeV 
black hair and eye-lashes to excellent ad¬ 
vantage, as she stood in the slant rays from' 
the west; now with her band npoii' thS 
mane of a sleek roan, and now patting a 
fiery bay that pawed the earth or neiglied 
as he looked toward home. She asked 
much about O’Brien’s wound, and seeniW 
unwilling to leave him. Of courttl, I 
couldn’thelp'haviug a pain at my helot, 
she was so sweet and natural, but 1 s!aW 
how it was going, and, like Isphan 6iy, I 
said, ‘ It is fate P 

“ In the morning, we started on durir^ 
turn. The lieutenant was able to Us 
saddle (he would have ridden then 
any bead at afil), and spurred close byiffie 
sideof the maid.* In the course ofthejd^ 
ney,he learned that the Georgian beatrtj fiSd‘ 
no near relatives, her father and* hr'ddFdre* 
having fallen in battie, and her moffii^ be¬ 
ing ffiso-dead. He offered himself ad lie 
sat in the saddle, and vvas at once accepted 
by the frank-hearted girl of the mountains. 
"Why do people make such longcourtiftij)^ 
sitting up air night, mid hurrring out caii- 
dles for nothing? Many aman hasdriffed 
for years, to arrive at a mnddy fonnihih at* 
last; but O'Brien, like Moses of old, smote 
the irock, and found a clear spring at once. 
He nearly leaped over his horse’s head- 
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had he been out oX the saddle, he would, 
like John DecMtro, have • cut three capers.’ 
As it was, h i m seif .and -Ijela made sail 
ahead of the,squadron, and we saw little 
more of them till the end of the ride. 

However, O’Brien found himself fast 
upon a bar, at the very moment when it 
should have been high water. A ferocious- 
looking uncle, a sort of ilahometan guar¬ 
dian, ‘full of strange oaths, and. bearded 
like the pard,’ who had been prevented, by 
a wound received in some late foray, from 

makingoneof. our party, claimed Lelaas 

at his disposal, and demanded a very heavy 
sum for so finished an article. The lieu¬ 
tenant offered two thousand pounds, to be 
drawn from his resources in .Constantinople 
and Ireland; but the pear] he sought was 
richer than all his tribe,’ and neither his 
cash nor credit could buy it. ‘Hassan 
Pasha,’ said the uncle, ‘ will give a ship¬ 
load of gold.’ So Lieutenant O’Brien af¬ 
fected indifference, as if he bad been dis¬ 
appointed only in an attempt to purchase 
au expensive piece of furniture, and would 
look for an article more in keeping with 
his means. 

“ It happened that the Dee, an English 
brig, which had been trading with the Rus¬ 
sians up the Sea of Azof, had, when just 
out from the Strait of Eniskale, been dis¬ 
abled in her spars, and had anchored on 
the coast, about thirty miles from us. 
O Brien and I rode over and saw the skip¬ 
per, between whom aud the lieutenant a 
delicate matter was arranged, and we re¬ 
turned jn fine spirits. A communication 
was cfiected with Lela. Near midnight 
the next evening, the Georgian girl :stole 
softly through the shadows, to a spot where 
with three of the horses uken from the 
marauding Cossacks, we awaited her. 

“ As her little foot struck the stirrup, au 
alarm >as sounded, ite knew the old 
uncle had weighed anchor, and the whole 
village would soon be mustering. We made 
sail., On the top of the hill, a mile or two 
from the starting-poiut, we stopped to lis¬ 
ten. They were coming! Click, click, 
like the sound of a thousand gunlocks, we 
could hear them, as the swift hoofs beat 
the ground. On we went, our chief en¬ 
couragement being in the thought that a; 
‘stern chase is a long race.’ You will 
know nothing of the speed of ahorse, until 
you shall have seen the speed of the Cos¬ 
sacks of the Don on a race like that, Tur¬ 


pin’s ride on the ‘ Black Bess ’ was as noth¬ 
ing to it. ’ Bnt we seemed to hold our own, 
and hope was high; for, in a short time! 
we had. sped so far that the wild ride was 
almost over. Still we could hear onr pur¬ 
suers, and, instead of bcingdirectly behind, 
they were somewhat to the left, as if cut- 
Ung us off by a shorter path. What could 
it mean? At last we spurred from a nar¬ 
row vale to a wide plain. Allah preserve 
ns 1 We were wrong! We saw the brig in 
the bright moonlight, as she lay at anchor, 
butfar off, and exactly to the left of us, 
and the Georgians were dashing straight 
for the vessel! They were at about the 
same distance from the landing that we 
were; the parties being opposite each other 
at the base of a triangle, and the landing 
at the top. 

Wheeling our horses, we sheeted every¬ 
thing home, I tell yon, and made for the 
water. The Georgians rushed for the same 
point, and you should have seen them 1 
Spurring their glorious horses, leaning for¬ 
ward in the saddle, and crouching like pan¬ 
thers, they came on like a squall at the 
Cape de Yerds. But our horses were a 
match for theirs. The speed of my own 
and O’Brien’s was astonishing, but the 
Georgian beauty outrode ns both. Her 
horse, under her pracUsed hand, straining 
every nerve, and-straightening himself in a 
dead run, swept the plain like an arrow. 
His long snowy mane streamed in the wind, 
and so did Lela’s crimson scarf and rich 
black hair. But the mountaineers were 
• coming. Good Heaven—how they rode! 

I seem to hear the sound of their hundred 
hoofs as I teU you the story. The sailors 
from the Dee, with their boat. Were already 
at the landing, wild Withexcitement. Lela 
leaped from her horse, and sprang to the 
boat—not a moment too soonl The three 
foremost of her countrymen were already 
between ourselves and her. Unable to 
check their horses, they tumbled headlong 
into the water. The sailors, to avoid them, ' 
pushed from the shore. O’Brien and my¬ 
self d^hed into , the water. The horses 
floundered, the sailors shouted, the Geor¬ 
gians swore by the beard of ilahometrtiud 
we tumbled from our saddles into the boat, 
with a dozen sabres not six yards behind 
us. As the-little boat darted towards the 
vessel, the air was rent with pistol reports, 
but no one was hurt, though the shots 
hummed like bees. When we reached the 
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brig, she had already hove shot, and almost 
instantly we were under headway, and 
dashing out to sea. After a rough passage 
of eleven days, we reached Constantinople. 

“After looking about the dirty old city 
for a time, observing the habits of the Otto¬ 
mans, dog and man (for they have dogs by 
the shipload), and coming to the conclusion 
that people may be good and honest, even 
if they don’t keep their streets clean, and 
do smoke, I shipped on board an English 
brig, called the Victoria, and in about six 
weeks after, was the tipsiest ‘biue-jacket’ 
in London. 

“O’Brien resigned his commission in the 
sultan’s navy, and is how living, as I have 
heard, on his estate in County Ciare. His 
Georgian wife, they tell me, is almost wor¬ 
shipped by the peasantry for her kindness 
to the needy, and ’tis said she’s as hand¬ 
some as ever. 

“Before we parted, the lieutenant made 
me many ofiers of assistance, such as that 
he would get me a commissiou in the Turk¬ 


ish navy, or would take me as a kind of 
sailing-master, to manage his estate; but I 
don’t like being beholden to the generosity 
of any man for what I don’t merit. And 
so here I am, to this day, blown about by 
every wind but a lucky one; and now I’m 
going up to see old Ivau ScaremofF, and my 
good friends in Odessa. Here comes a 
breeze; we shail be well up the Archipelago 
to-morrow.” 

“Starboard braces!—Jib and staysail- 
^eets! Well your sheets and brhcesl 
How do you head. Bill?” 

“East-no'east, half north’ sir.’’ 

** right—keep her so.’’ 

“ Here Hendrick,” said old Bob, “ the 
mate says yon must gel the watch tackle, 
and hoist up the heel of the bowsprit.” 

“ Off mit yer nonsense, Pob! Have you 
dells der shtory yet, all apout der pi<r Ue 
mit der Plack Zea ant der runaway vo- 
mans? If you no done deUing him, I’idt 
schleeps more a^’n all der while.” 

But Bob had done. 
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chapter vn. 

HeAbweils ^ii 6» unconscious howber 
work of charity will influence her future, 
is sitting with a trembling heart by the 
bedside of the laundress’s niece. She is 
unused to sickness or to death, but she 
knows now that the one can only vanish 
hence before the presence of the other; for 
the parish doctor met her on her enhance 
to the cottage, and answered her questions 
about Myra with the utmost frankness. 
“She linger,” he said, doubtfully, 
but it is more likely that she will not. 
She has been breaking up for some time 
past, and has not sufficient strength to 
rally from this last attack. I shall be here 
again in the morning; but as I can do her 
no good, it would be useless my staying 
now.” And the doctor mounted his stout 
cob, and trotted ofE in another direction. 

Irene stood watching him till be was out 
of sight, and then turned into the cottage 
with a sigh. When the doctor leaves the 
house in which a patient lies in exire/niSf it 
seems as if death had already entered there. 

There is no cessation of business in Mrs. 
Cray’s dwelling, though her niece does lay 
dying. People who work hard for their 
dally bread ,^nnot aSord lime for senti¬ 
ment, and the back kitchen is full of steam 
and soapsuds, and the washerwomen are 
clanking backwards and forwards over the 
wet stones in their pattens, to wring and 
hang out the linen; and the clatter of 
tongues, and rattling of tubs, and noise of 
the children, are so continuous that Irene 
has difficulty at first in making herself 
heard. But the child who took the mes¬ 
sage up to the Court has been on the look¬ 
out for her, and soon brings Mrs. Cray into 
the front Mtchen, full of apologies for hav¬ 
ing kept her waiting. 

8ure.it*8 vastly good of you, mum^ 
to come down a second time to^ay; and I 
hope you don’t think I make too free in 
, sending np the gal’s message to you; but 
she has been that restless and uneasy since 
you left her this morning, tiiat 1 haven’t 
been able to do nothing with her, and the 
first words she say, as I could understand, 
was, ‘ Send for the lady V ” 


“Poor thingr* is Irene’s answer. “I 
am afraid the doctor thinks very badly of 
her, Mrs. Cray.” 

“Badly of herl Lor’, roy dear lady, 
she’s marked for death before the week’s 
over, as sure as you stand there. Why, 
she’s been a fighting for her breath all day, 
and got the rattle iu her throat as plain as 
ever I hear it.” 

“ O hush I yonr voice will reach her,” 
remonstrates Irene; for the lattudress is 
speaking, if anything, rather louder than 
usual. 

“ It can’t make much difference if it do, 
mum, and it’ll come upon her all the hard¬ 
er for not knowing it beforehand. It’s my 
Joel I think of most, for his heart’s just 
wrop up in his cousin; and what he’ll do 
when she’s took, I can’t think. And I 
haven’t had the courage to tell him it’s so 
near, neither. * But yuu’U be wauling to go 
up to Myra. She’s ready for you, 1*11 be 
bound.” And Mrs. Cray stands on one 
side to let Irene mount the rickety narrow 
staircase that leads to the second story, 
and up which her feet have passed many 
times during the last few weeks. She. 
traverses it now, silently and solemnly, as 
though a silent unseen presence trod every 
step with her; it is so strange to the young 
to think the yoimg lie dying! 

Myra is laid on a small bed close by the 
open lattice and in the full light of the 
setting sun. Her face has lost the death¬ 
like ghastliness it wore iu the moruing; it 
is flushed now, and her eyes aie bright and 
staring. To Irene’s experience she looks 
better; but there is a fearful anxiety pic¬ 
tured on her coantenance that was not 
there before. 

“ Is it true?” she says, in a hoarse whis¬ 
per, as her visitor appears. 

“What, Myra?” Irene answers, to gain 
time. But she knows what the girl most 
mean, for the door of her bedroom at the 
tup of the little staircase stood wide open. 

“What aunt said just now, that 1 am 
marked fur death within the week. A 
week! O, it’s a short time—-it’s a horribly 
short timeT' And she begins to cry weak¬ 
ly, but with short gasps for breath that are 
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very distressing to behold. Irene foi^ets 
the difference of station between them; 
she foi^ets everything excepting that here 
is a weak suffering spirit, trembling, l^efore 
the Great Inevitable! And she does jUst 
what she wonid have done had Myra been 
a sister of her own—she throws her hat 
and mantle on a chair, and goes up to the 
bedside, and kneels doim, and takes the 
poor dying creature in her arms and prases 
her lips upon her forehead. 

“Dear Myra, don^t cry-^on*t be fright¬ 
ened. Kemember who is waiting on the 
other side to welcome youf* 

The sweet s^ympathetic tones, the pres¬ 
sure-above all, the kiss, rouse Myra from 
the contemplation of herself. ' ^ 

“ Did*^id-^y*”^ do that?’ 

^D6 what, dear?—kiss you?’ 

“ Yes. Did I fancy it—or were your lips 
here?* touching her forehead. 

“ My lips were there; whynot? I kissed 
you, that you might know how truly I sym¬ 
pathize with your present trouble.’* 

“You mustn’t do it again. Ah I you 
don’t guess. You would not do It if you 
knew— My God I my God! and I am go- 
ingf* And here Myra relapses into* her 
former grief. 

For a moment Irene Is silent, She is as 
pure a woman as this world has ever seen, 
but she Is not ignorant that impurity ex¬ 
ists, and, like all honorable and high- 
minded creatures, is disposed to deal leni¬ 
ently with the fallen. She has suspected 
more than once during her iutercourse with 
Myra, that the girl carries some unhappy 
secret about with her, and can well im¬ 
agine how, in the prospect of death, the 
burden may become too heavy to be borne 
alcne. So she cousiders for a liitle before 
she answers, and then she takes the white 
wasted hand in hers. 

*‘Myra, I am sure yon are not happy; I 
am sure you have had some great trouble 
in your life which you have shared with no 
one, and now that you are so ill, the weight 
of it oppresses you. I don’t waut to force 
your confidence, hut if it would comfort 
you to speak to a friend, remember that I 
am one. I will hear your secret (if you 
have a secret), and I will keep it (if you 
wish me to keep it) until toyown lffe’s 
end. Only do now what will make yoii 
happier and more comfortable.”' 

“ b; I can’t—1 can’t—I daren’t!” " 

“I dare say it will be haid to tell; but 


Myra, poor girl, you are soon going where 
no secrets can be hid, and I may be able to 
comfort you a little before you go.” 

“If you knew all, you wouldn’t speak to. 
me^ nor look at ihe again.” 

“Tryimeu^’ 

“ I daren’t risk it You’re the only com¬ 
fort that has coibe to me in this place, and 
yefri-and yet,” she says, panting, as she 
raises herself on one elbow aiid stares bun- 
grilj into Irene’s compassionate f^e— 
“how I wbh I dared to tell you every- 
thlngT* - 

At this juncture the sound of “ thwack¬ 
ing” is audible from below, and immediate¬ 
ly followed by the rmsing of Tommy's in¬ 
fantine voice in discordant cries. 

“She’s at it ^ainP* exclaims Myra, 
suddenly and fiercely, as the din breaks on 
their conversation. And then, as though 
conscious of her impoteiicy to interfere, 
she ^Is hu^k* on her pillows with a little 
feeble wail of despair. Irene flies down 
stairs to the rescue—more for the sake of 
the sick girl than the child—and ^ds 
Tommy howling loudly in a corner of the 
kitohen, whilst Mrs. Cray is just replacing 
a thick stick, which she keeps for the edu¬ 
cation of her family, on the chimney-piece. 

“ Has Tommy been naughty?” demands 
Irene, deferentially; for it is not always 
safe to interfere with Mrs. Cray’s discipline. 

**IiOr, yes, mum, he always be. The 
most troublesome child as ever was—up 
everywberes and over everytbink, directly 
my back’s turned. And here he’s bln up¬ 
setting the dripping all over the place, and 
taking my clean apron to wipe up bis muck. 
Vm sure hundreds would never pay me for 
the mischief that boy does in as many days. 
And he not three till Janniverry T’ 

“Let me have him. I’ll keep him qoiet 
for you up stairs,” says Irene; and carries 
off tbe whimpering Tommy before the 
laundress has time to remonstrate. 

“He’s not much, the worse, Myra,” she 
says, cheerfully, as she resumes her seat by 
the bedside with the child upon her knee. 
“ I dare say he does try your aunt’s tem- 
per;'butgive him one of your grapes, and 
he’ll forget all about it.” 

Blit, instead of doing as Irene proposes, 
Myra /starts up suddenly, and seizing the 
boy ih'her arms, strains him closely to her 
heart, and rdeks backwards and forwards, 
crying over him. 

“O my darling; my darling—my poor 
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darling! how I wish I conld take you with 
meP* 

Tommy, frightened at Myra’s distress, 
joins his teare with hers, while Irene sits 
by silfintly astonished. . But a light has 
broken in upon her; she understands it all 
now. 

■ Myra,” she says, after a while, « so this 
is the secret that you would not tell me? 
My poor girl, there is no need for you to 
speak.” ' • 

I couldn’t help itP’ bursts forth from 
Myra; “ no—not if you never looked at me 
again, rve home it in silence for years, 
but it’s been lihe a knife working ih my 
heart the while. And he’s got’ho one but 
me in the wide world—and now I must 
leave him—I must leave him! O, my heart 
willbreakP’ ' * 

The child has struggled out of his moth¬ 
er’s embrace again by this time (children, 
as a r^e, do not take kindly to the exhibi¬ 
tion of any violent emotion), and stands, 
with his curly head lowered, as thou^ Ae 
were the offending pa^, while his dirty 
little knuckles am crammed into his wet 
eyes.' 

Irene takes a bunch of grapes from her 
own offering of the morning, and holds 
them towards him. 

“ Tommy, go and eat these in the cor¬ 
ner,” she says, with a smile. 

The tear-stained face is raised to hers— 
the blue eyes sparkle, the chubby fingers 
are outstretched. . Tommy is himself a^iin, 
and Irene’s attention is once more directed 
u> his mother. 

“ pear MyraP’ she says, consolingly^ 

“Don't touch meP’ cries the other, 
shrinking from her. “Don’t speak tome 
—I aiut fit you should do eitherl But I 
couldn’t have deceived you if it hadn’t 
been for aunt. You’re so good, I didn’t 
like that yon should show me kindness un¬ 
der false pretences; but when I spoke of 
telling you, arid letting you go your own 
way, ahiit Was so violent—she said the 
child should suffer for every word I said. 
And so, for his sak% Tve let it go on till 
sowi But ’twill be soon over.” 

Irene is sileut, and Ityra talies her si¬ 
lence for displeasure. ' 

“ Don’t ttilukUarshly o{ me,” she con¬ 
tinues, in a low tone of deprecation.* “ I 
blow Tm unworthy; hut if you could tell 
what your kindness has been to me—like 
cold water to a thirsty soul—you wouldn’t 


blame me so much, perhaps, for the dread 
of losing it. And aunt frightened me. 
She’s b^t that poor chad”—with a gasp¬ 
ing sob—“till he’s been black and blpe; 
and I knew when I was gone he’d have’ no 
one but her to look to, and she’a beat him 
then—I know she will—when, his poor 
mother’s cold and can’t befriend him. 
But if she does,” cries Myra,-with fierce 
energy, as she, clutches Irene by the arm 
and looks strm^t throngh hm:—“ if ske 
does I’U. come, back, as there’s a God in 
heaven, and bring it home to her FI, 

She never can, ill-treat him whenryou 
are gone, Myra.” 

“She will—she wiU! She has a hard 
hearh aunt has, and a hard hand, and she 
hates the child—she always has. . And 
he’ll be thrown on her for bed and board, 
and, if she can, she’ll kili him!” 

The thought is too terrible for. contemr 
plation. Myra is roused from the partial 
stupor that succeeds her violence by .the 
feel of Irene’s soft lips a^n upon her 
forehead. . 

“you did it agaiuF’ she.exclaims, with 
simple wonder, “.yod know aU—and yet, 
you did it ag^. 6, God bless' yon 1—God 
bless you!” and falls herself to kissing and 
weeping.over Irene’s hand. 

“ If yon mean that I know this child be¬ 
longs to you, Myra, you are.right; I snsr 
peered it long ago;/but further, than this I 
know nothing. My poor girl, if, you can 
bring yourself to confide in me, perhaps I 
may be able to befriend this little one when 
you are gone.” 

Would you—really 

“ To toe utmost of my. power.” 

I tofi you everything—every¬ 
thing! But tet me drink first.” , . 

Dene holds aglass of water to her lips, 
which she drains feverishly. A clumping 
foot comes up the staircase, and Jenny’s 
dishevel^ head is thrust sheepishly into 
the doorway. 

“ Mother says jt’s hard upon seven, and 
Tommy must go to bed.” 

“Keariy seven P’ cries Irene, consulting 
her watch. it is; and we dine at 
seven. I had no Idea it was sp late P’. 

“O, don’t leave meP’ whispers Myra# 
turning imploring _eyeS;Upon her face. ■. 

Dene stauds .irresoiiUe; she fears 
Colonel Mordaunt will be vexed at her 
absence from tbe dinner-table, but she 
cannot pei-mit anything to come between 
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her and a dying fellow-creature’s peace of 
mind. So in another moment she has 
scribbled a few lines on a leaf torn from 
her pocket-booh, and despatched them to 
the Court. Tommy is removed by main 
force to his own apartment, and Jlyra and 
she are comparatively alone. 

“ Ifo one can hear ns now,” says Irene, 
as she closes the door and supports the dy- 
ii^ woman on her breast 

“It’s three yearn ago last Christmas,” 
commences Myra, feebly, “ that I took a 
situation at Oxford. Uncle was alive then, 
and he thought a deal of me, and took ever 
so much trouble' to get me the situation. I 
•was at a hotel—I wasn’t barmaid; lusedto 
keep the books and an account of all the 
■wine that was given out. But I was often 
in and out of the bar, and I saw a good 
many young gentiempn that way—mostly 
from the colleges, or their friends.” 

Here she pauses, and faintly flushes. 

“Don’t be afraid to tell me,” comes the 
gentle voice above her. “ I have not been 
tempted in the same way, Myra; if I had, 
perhaps I should have fallen, too.” 

“It wasn’t quite so bad as that,” inter-’ 
poses the sick girl, eagerly; “at least, I 
didn’t think so. It’s no use my telling you 
what he was like, nor how we came to 
know each other; but after a while he be¬ 
gan to speak to me and hang about me, 
and then I knew that he was all the world 
to me—^that I didn’t care for anything in it 
nor out of it, except he was there. You 
know, don’t you, what I mean ?” 

“Yes, I know.” 

* “He was handsome and clever, and had 
plenty of money; but it would have been 
all the same to me if he had been poor, 
and mean, and ugly. I loved him! O 
God, how I loved him I If it hadn’t been 
for that. Worlds wouldn’t have made me 
do as I did do. For I thought mope of him 
all through than I did of being made a 
lady.” 

“ But he could not have made you that, 
even in name, "without marrying vou 
Myra.” ■' s j. , 

“But he did-at least-0, it’s a bitter 
story from beginning to end I Why did I 
ever try to repeat it S»’ 

“ It is very bitter, but it is very common, 
Myra. I am feeling for you with every 
Word you utter.” 

“He persuaded me to leave the hotel 
■with him. I thought at the time that he 


meant to act fairly by me, but I’ve come to 
believe that he deceived me from the very 
first. Yet he did love me; O, I am sure he 
loved me almost as much as I loved him, 
until he wearied of me and told me so.” 

“You found it out, you mean. He could 
not he so cruel as to tei! you.” 

“ O yes, he did! Do you think I would 
have left him else? He told me that he 
should go abroad and leave me; that he 
was bitterly ashamed of himself; that it 
would be better it we were both dead, and 
that, if he could, he would wipe out the 
remembrance of me with his blood. All 
that, and a great deal more; and I have 
never forgotten it, and I never shall forget 
it. I beUeve his words- a ill haunt me 
Wherever I may go—even into the other 
World r’ 

She has become so excited, and her ex¬ 
citement is followed by so much exhaus¬ 
tion, that Irene is alarmed, and begs her 
to delay telling the remainder of her story 
uutil she shall be more composed. 

“No, no, I must finish it now; I shall 
never be quiet until I have told you ail. 
When he said that my blood got up, and I 
left hiin. My cousin Joel had been hang¬ 
ing about the place after me, and I left 
straight ofl and came back home with 
him.” 

“ "Without saying a word to—to—the per¬ 
son yon have been speaking of?” 

“He Wanted to get rid of me; why 
should I say a word to him? But 1 grieved 
afterwards—I grieved terribly; and when 
the child was hom, I would have given the 
world to find him again.” 

“ Did you ever tiy ?” 

“ Tryl Tve travelled miles and miles, 
and walked myself off my feet to find him. 
Fve been to Oxford and Fretterley (that 
was the village we lived at), and all over 
Iiondon, and I can hear nothing. I’ve 
taken situations m both these towns, and 
used his name right and left, and got no 
news of him. There are plenty that bear 
the same name, 1 don’t doubt, but Fve 
never come upon any trace of him under 
it, and Fve good reason to believe that it 
was not his right one.” 

“ "What is the name you knew kitn by, 
then, Myra?” 

“ Hamilton.” 

“ Hamilton,” repeats Irene. “ That is 
not a common name.” 

“But it’s not his. Fve found that out 
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since, for I know he belonged to the col¬ 
lege, and there wasn’t a gentleman with 
that name there all through the term. 
His love was false, and his name was false, 
and everything that took place between ns 
was false. He deceived me. from first to 
last, and I’m dying before I can bring him 
to book for it F’ 

You shouldn’t think of that now, hfyra. 
You should try to fo^ve him, as you hope 
that your own sins will be forgiven.” 

“ I could have forgiven him if it hadn’t 
been for Tommy. But to think of that 
poor child left worse than alone in this 
wretched world—his mother dead and his 
father not owning him—is enough to turn 
me bitter, if lhadn’tbeensobefore. Aunt 
will ill-use him; she’s barely decent to him 
now, when I pay for his keep, and what 
she’ll do when he’s thrown upon her for 
everything, I daren’t think-and I shall 
never lie quiet in my grave F’ 

“ Myra, don’t let that thought distress 
you. I will look after Tommy when you 
are gone.” 

“I know you’re very good. You’ll be 
down here every now and then with a play¬ 
thing or a copper for him—but that wont 
prevent her beating him between whiles. 
He’s a high-spirited child, but she’s nearly 
taken his spirit out of him already, and 
he’s dreadfully fn^tened of her, poor 
lamb! He’ll cry himself to sleep every 
night when Fm in the churchyard F’ And 
the tears steal meekly from beneath Myra’s 
half-closed eyelids, and roll slowly down 
her hollow cheeks. 

“ He shall not, Myra,” says Irene, ener¬ 
getically. “ Give the chil d into my charge, 
rind FU take him away from the cottage 
and see that he is properly provided for.” 

“You will take him up to the Court and 
keep him like your own child? He is the 
son of a gentleman,” says poor Myra, with 
a faint spark of pride. Irene hesitates. 
Has she been promising more than she 
will be able to perform? Yet she knows 
Colonel Mordaunt’s easy nature, and can 
almost answer for his compliance with any 
of her wishes. 

“ O, if you could F’ exclaims the dying 
mother, with clasped hands. “If I thought 
that my poor darling would live with 
you, I could. die this moment and be 
thankfulF’ 

“He sAoir live with me, or under my 
care,” cries Irene. “ Iprondae youi" 


“Will you swear it? O, forgive me! I 
am dying.” 

“IsaearitF’ 

“ O, thank God, who put it in your heart 
tosayso! ThankGodI ThankGodF’ 

She lies back on her pillows, exhausted 
by her own emotion, whilst her hands are 
feebly clasped above those of her benefac¬ 
tress, and her pale lips keep murmuring at 
intervals, “ Thank God F’ 

“If yon please, mum, the colonel’s sent 
the pony-chaise to fetch you home, and he 
hopes as you’ll go immediate.” 

“The carriageF’ says Irene, starting. 
“ Then I must go.” 

“ O, I had something more to tell you F’ 
exclaims Myra; “I was only waiting for 
the strength. You ought to know all; I— 
I—” 

“I cannot wait to hear it now, dear 
Myra. I am afnud my husband will be 
angry. But I will come again to-morioir 
morning.” 

“To4norrow morning I may not be 
here.” 

“Mb, no, don’t think it! We sh^ meet 
ag^n. Meanwhile, be comforted. Be- 
member, I have prondaedT’ And with a 
farewell pressure to the sick ^I’s hand, 
Irene resumes her walking things, and 
drives back to the Court as quicUy as her 
ponies will carry her. Her husband is 
waiting to receive her on the doorstep. 

• • • * • • * 

Colonel Mordannt is not in the best of 
tem^rs, at least, for him. The little epi¬ 
sode which took place between Irene and 
himself relative to her predilection for Mrs. 
Cray’s nurse-child, has made him rather 
sensitive on the subject of everything con¬ 
nected with the laundress’s cottage, and he 
is vexed to-night that she should have neg¬ 
lected her guests and her dinner-table, to 
attend the deathbed of what, in his vexa¬ 
tion, he calls a “ consumptive pauper.” 

And so, when, he puts out his hand to 
help his wife down from her pony-chaise, 
he is most decidedly in that condition do¬ 
mestically known as “ grumpy.” 

“ Take them round to the stable at 
once,” he says, sharply, looking at the 
ponies and addressing the groom, “Why, 
theylve scarcely a hair unturned; they 
must have been driven home at a most un¬ 
usual rate.” 

“ You sent word you wanted me at once, 
so I thought it was .for something psrtic- 
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nlar,” interposes Irene, standing beside 
him in the porch. 

*‘Do you hear what I say toyov?^ he 
repeats to the servant, and not noticing 
her. “What are you standing dawdling 
therefor?” 

The groom touches , his hat and drives 
away. 

“ What is the matter, Philip?” 

“There is .nothing .the matter that 1 
know of.” 

“Why did you send the pony-chaise for 
me, then? Whydidn’typucomeandfetch 
me yourself? I would much rather have 
walked home through the fields with you* ’ 

“We cannot both neglect our guests^ 
Irene. If you desert them, it becomes.my 
duty to try and supply your place.” 

“Why, Aunt Cavendi^ is pot affronted, 
is she ? She must know that it's only once 
in a way. Did you get my note, Philip?” 

“ I received a dirty piece of paper with a 
notice that you would not he .back.to 
dinner.*^ . 

“I thought it would be sufficient,** says 
Ir^e, sighing softly; “ aud Xreally couldn’t 
leave poor Myra, Philip. She , is dying as 
fast as it is possible, and shehad something 
very particular to tell me. You are not 
angry with me ?” 

“Angry ? O dear, no I Why should I be 
angry ? Only 1 think it would be advisable 
another time if tliese paupers’ coufidences 
were got over in* the morning.. And J. cer¬ 
tainly do not approve of your* being at the 
heck and call of every sick person in the 
village, whether you are fit to attend to 
them or no. You had a bad headache 
yourself when 1 left you this afternoon.** 

“O, my poor head I I had forgotten all 
about it. Yes, it was very painful at one 
time, but I suppose my. excitement has 
driven the pain away. Philip, I have been 
listening to such a sad story. You know 
the child—^the little boy that they said was 
at nurse with Mrs. Cray.** 

“ I have heard you mention it. X really 
did not kitpw if *twas a boy or a girl, or if 
you knew yourself,’* he replies, indif¬ 
ferently. 

“No, no, of course not,** she says, color¬ 
ing; “ but you know what I mean, . Well, 
what do you think? It*s a secret, though, 
mind,” lowering her voice; “he belongs to 
3 [>oor Myra, after all. Isn’t it shbcMng ?** 

“And what is the use of their telling you 
such tales as that?** replies Colonel Mor- 


dauut, angrily. “ I wont have them defin¬ 
ing your ears wi^ things that are not fit 
for you to hear. If it is the case, why 
can’t they keep the disgrace to themselves?' 
You can do no good by knowing the 
truth.” 

“O .Philip, but you don’t understand 
It was the poor girl told me, and it was 
such a comfort to her—she has no one else 
to confide in. And besides, she issoun- 
happy, because Mrsl Cray beats her poor- 
little boy, and she is afraid he will be ill- 
treated when she is gone.” 

“And wants to extract a premise from 
you to . go down there every morning and 
see that her precious o&pnng has slept 
and eaten well since the day before. No^ 
thank, you, Irene! 1 think we’ve had guite 
enough of this sort of thing for the present^ 
and. when, the laundress’s niece is dead, I 
hope that you'will confine yonr charity 
more to home, and hot carry it on ad 
turn to the third and fourth generation.” 

He makes one step downwards as though: 
to leave her then, hut she plucks him tim¬ 
idly by the sleeve and detains him. 

“ButPhilip—I promised her?* 

“ Promised what?” 

“ That X W 9 uld befriend her child when 
she is* gone; that I would take him away 
from Mrs. Cray (she was so miserable ahouL 
him, poor girl, she said she couldn’t die in 
peace), and—and (I do so hope you wont 
be vexed)—and bring him up under my 
own care.” 

“ What!” cries Colonel Mordatmt, rough¬ 
ly, startled out of all politeness. 

“X promised her I would ado^ him^ 
surely, it is nothing so very much cut 'o£ 
the way.’’ 

“Adopt a beggar’s brat out of the village* 
—a child not horn in wedlock—a hoy, of 
all things in the world 1 Irene, you mu^ 
be out of your, senses 1” 

“ But it is done every day.” 

“It may be done occasionally by people 
who have an interest in Bagged Schools, or 
the Emigration Society, or the Shoe Black 
Brigade, or^who have arrived at the merid¬ 
ian of life without any nearer ties of their 
own; but for a young lady, just married,, 
and with her hands full of occupation, both 
for the present and the future, it would 
absurdr—unheard of—^impossible T’ 

“ But what occupation have 1 that nebd 
prevent my looking after a little 
Philip? If—If—« 
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-“Ifwhatr 

'“*1 ^oa’t know why I should be so silly 
.%& not to like to.mention it/^ she goes on; 
hurriedly, .though, with-an effort; “.but 
supposing I—Ir-liad.a child of my own; 
that would not interfere with my duties as 
mistress here, would it 

‘‘And would you like to have a child of 
your own, darling?” he answers, sweetly 
hut irrelevantly, and relapsing into all bis 
usual tenderness. Were Irene politic^ she 
might win him over at this moment to 
:gta&t her anything. .A smile^ an answering 
iook, a. pressure of the hand wonld do .it, 
and bring him to her feet a slave! But, in 
one sense of the word, she is not politic; 
her nature ds iteo: open.. She csumot bring 
her heart to stoop to a deception, however 
plausible, for her own .advantage; .And 
so she answers her husband^s; question 
frankly. . 

** No, not at all, Philip. Pve told you 
that a dozen times already. But I want to 
take this poor little boy away from Mrs. 
Cray, and bring him. up respectably iu 
mind and body.” * .; . 

. Colonel Mordaunt’s momentary softness 
vaaishes, ^and his •“gnunpiness” returns 
infuUfdree.- 

“Then I;object altogether, rmnotso 
fond of brats at any time as to care to have 
tiiose of other people sprawling over my 
house—and a pauper’s hrat, of all tiungs. 
You must dismiss the idea at once.” 

“ But I have promised^ Philip.” 

“You promised more than you can 
perform.” 

“ But I swore it O Philip, you will not 
make me go back from an oath made to 
fhe dying! I shall hate.myself forever if 
yondol” 

“ Ton had no right to take such an oath 
without consulting me.” 

“Perhaps not; I acknowledge it But 
It is done, and 1 cannot recede from my 
given word.^* 

■ “ I refuse to endorse it I will have no 
bastard brought up at my expense.” 

-The coarseness of. the retort angers her; 
she colors crimson, and recoils from him. 

“Howcmell how pitiless of you to use 
that term 1 You have no charity! Some 
•day you may need it for yourself T* 

At that he turns upon her^ crimson^ too, 
and panting. 

“ What makes you say so ? What have 
you heard?” 


“ More than I ever thought to hear from 
your lips. O Philip, I did not think yon 
could be so unkind to me T’ And torzui 
from him weeping, and goes up .to own 
room, leaving him conscience^tticken in 
the porch. It is their first quarrel;, the 
first time angry word^ have ever-passed 
-between them, and. he is.af^d to.follow 
her, lest he should meet with a rebuff; so 
he remains there, moody and miserable, 
and before half an hour has elapsed, could 
bite out his tongue for. every, word it 
uttered. 

The idea of the adopted child is as un¬ 
palatable to him ^ ever; it appears amost 
hare-brained and absurd idea to him. But 
he cannot be^ to ^ink that ^ should 
have been cross with Irene, or timt she 
should have been betrayed into using hasty 
words to him. 

0,> that first quarrel! how infinitoly 
wretched it makes humanity, and what a 
shock it is to hear hot and angry words 
pouring from the lips that have never 
opened yet for us e^ept in blessing, . 

Better thus, though—better hot and an¬ 
gry words than cold and calnn 

The direst death for love to die is when 
it is reasoned into silence by the voice of 
Indifference and. good sense. 

Othello’s passion was rough and deadly, 
bat wJfile it l^ted.it m^t have been .very 
sweet pmn. Was it not kinder to smother 
Desdemona whilst. it was at white heat, 
than to let her live to see iron cool? 

But Colonel Monlaunt is in no-mood for 
reasoning; he is simply miserable, his 
mood ends—as all such moods do end for 
true lovers—by his treeping up to Irene’s 
side in . the twilight, and humbly begging 
her fo^iveness, which she grants him 
readily—crying a little over her own short¬ 
comings the^whil^and then they make it 
up, and kiss, as husband and wife should 
do, and come down stairs together, and are 
very cheerful for the rest of the evening, 
and never once mention the obnoxious 
subject that disturbed their peace. 

The next morning is bright and beauti¬ 
ful; all nature appears jubilant,, but be¬ 
tween these two there is a slight reserve. 
All trace of discomfiture has passed-r-they 
are as loving and attentive to each other as 
before, but they are not quite so easy. 
With her first awakening, Irene’s tho\^hia 
have flown to poor Myra. She wonders 
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liov Bbe has passed the night, and 'vividly 
lemembeis that she promised to visit her 
in the morning; bat Colonel Hordannt 
says nothing on the subject, and Irene 
dares not broach it. She is so afraid of 
distarbing his restored serenity, or of ap¬ 
pearing ungrateful for the extra love he 
has bestowed on her in order to efface the 
remembrance of their misunderstanding. 

Every one knows what it is to feel like 
this after a quarrel with one whom we 
love. The storm was so terrible, and the 
succeeding peace is so precious to m, we 
are not brave enon^ to risk a repetition of 
our trouble by alluding to the subject that 
provoked it. So Irene dresses in silence, 
thinking much of her interview with Myra 
of the day before, and wandering how it 
'Will all end, and longing that her husband 
would be the first to revert to it. But they 
meet at breakfast, and nothing has been 
sud. 

Miss Cavendish is particularly lively this 
morning. She knows there was a slight 
disagreement between her host and hostess 
last evening, and she is anxious to dispel 
the notion that any one observed it but 
themselves. 

“What a beautiful dayF’ she says, as 
she enters the room; “ bright, but not too 
warm. Ah, Colonel Mordanst, who was it 
promised to take us all over to picnic at 
Walmsley Castle on the first opportunity?” 

“ One who is quite ready to redeem his 
promise, madam,” replies the colonel, gal¬ 
lantly, “if his commander-in-chief will 
give him leave. But I am only under or¬ 
ders, you know—only under orders.” 

“ Not very strict ones, I imagine. What 
do you say, Irene? Is this not just the day 
for Walmsley ? - And Mary and I must 
leave you the beginning of the week.” 

“ O, do let us go, Irene F’ interposes her 
cousin. 

“It will be awful fun,” says Oliver 
Balston. “Justwhatwe were wishing for, 
is it not. Miss Cavendish?” 

Irene thinks of Myra in a moment; it is 
on the tip of her tongue to remonstrate, 
' and say she cannot go to-day of all days in 
the week; but she glances at her husband, 
and the expression of his face makes her 
hesitate. 

“Philip, what would you wish me to 
do?” she says, timidly. 

“ I want you to please yourself, my dear; 
hut I see no reason why you should not go. 


The weather is beautiful, the distance 
is nothing—a matter of fourteen miles; 
just a pleasant drive. And 1 am sure it 
'will do you good, besides giving pleasure 
to our guests. If you ask my opinion, I 
say, let’s go.” 

“That’s right, uncleF’ shouts Oliver; 
“she can have nothing to say after that. 
Now, Irene” (for it had been settled be¬ 
tween these young people that, considering 
the equality of their ages, they should ad¬ 
dress each other by their Christian names), 
“ let’s make an inroad on the larder (what 
a blessing it is old QaeketHs not here to 
prevent ns 1), pack up the hamper, order 
round the carriage, put on our hats, and 
the thing is done.” 

“Shall we be long away?” demands 
Irene, anxiously, of her husband. . 

He observes her indifference to the 
proposed plan, guesses its cause, and 
frowns. 

“ That depends entirely on our own wiU- 
But if oaifiienda ” (with a slight stress on 
the word) “ enjoy themselves at the Castle, 
1 see no reason why we should not remain 
as long as it gives them pleasure.” 

“Dear Irene, pray don’t go against your 
inclination,” urges Mrs. Cavendish. Colo¬ 
nel Mordaunt answers for her—with a 
lan^. 

“Don’t indulge her, Mrs. Cavendish. 
She is only lazy. She will enjoy herself as 
much as any of ns when she is once there. 
Come, my darling, see after the commis¬ 
sariat department at once, and I will order 
the carriage. The sooner we start the bet¬ 
ter. Oliver, will yon ride, or fake the box 
seat?” And so it is all settled without 
further intervention on her part. 

She goes up stairs to prepare for the ex¬ 
pedition, feeling very imdeclded and rather 
miserable. After all, does not her duty lie 
more towards the fulfilment of her hus¬ 
band’s wishes than an engagement with 
one who has no real claims upon ber- 
Oniy she is so sorry-that she promised to 
visit Myra this morning. Perhaps she is 
expecting her even at this moment—strain¬ 
ing her ears to catch the sound of her foot¬ 
step—waiting in feverish anxiety to repose 
some further confidence in her. The 
thought is too painful. Could she not run 
down to the cottage before they go, if it 
was only for ten minutes? She hears her 
husband in his dressing-room. 

“ Philip,” she says, hurriedly, “ I prom- 
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ised to see poor Hyra again tliis morning. 
Is there no time before we start?” 

“TimeP* he echoes: “why, the car¬ 
riage is coming round now, and the ladies 
have their things on. YouVe gone mad 
on the subject of that woman, Irene; bat 
if it’s absolutely important yon should see 
her again to^ay, you must go down in the 
evening. Come, my darling,” he contin¬ 
ues, changing his manner to a caressing 
coaxing tone, which it is most difficult to 
combat, “ we had quite enough fuss over 
this subje&t yesterday; let us have a peace¬ 
ful happy day all to ourselves, for once in 
away; there’s a dear girl.” And, after 
that, there is nothing more for Irene to do 
but to walk down stairs disconsolately, and 
drive oS with her guests to Walmsley 
Castle. 

Thej are a merry party; for it is just one 
of those glorious days when to live is to 
enjoy, and she tries to be merry, too, for 
gloom and ill-humor have no part in her 
composition. But she cannot help fier 
thoughts reverting, every now and then, 
to Myra, with a tlnge^ of self-reproach for 
not having been braver. Yet her husband 
sits opposite to her, his eye glowing with 
pride as it rests upon her coimtenance, and 
a quiet pressure of the hand or foot telling 
her at intervals that, with whomsoever he 
may appear to be occupied, his thoughts 
are always hers, and she cannot decide 
whether she has done right or wrong. It 
is useless, however, to ponder the question 
now, when she is already miles away from 
Priestley, and so she tries to dismiss it 
from her mind, with a resolution to pay 
her promised visit the minute she returns. 

Walmsley Castle is a ruin, situated in a 
very picturesque part of the county; and, 
allowing for a long drive there and a fa¬ 
tiguing exploration, followed by a lengthy 
luncheon and a lazy discussion on the 
sward, it is not surprising that morning 
merged into noon, and noon into evening, 
before our party were aware of the fact, 
and that the hrst thing that calls Irene’s 
attention to the hour is a cool breeze blow¬ 
ing across the bills, which makes her 
shiver. 

“How cold it has tamed,” she says, sud¬ 
denly, as she changes her position. “ Whjt 
Philip, what o’clock is it?” 

“ Just five, dear,” he answers, quietly. 
“Jtze/ Five o’clock! It never can be 
five!” 


“Within a few minutes. I suppose we 
bad better be thinking of going home, or 
we shall be late for dinner.” 

“ I hardly think we shall have much ap¬ 
petite for dinner after this,” says Mrs. 
Cavendish, laughing, as she r^ards the 
scanty remnants of their meaU 
“ licel It cannot be so late as five,” re¬ 
peats Irene, in a voice of distress. “O 
Philip, do order the horses to be put to at 
once. PoorMyraP’ 

Her expression is so pleading tiiat he 
rises to do her bidding vrithout delay; but 
he cannot resist a grumble as be does it. 
But she does not heed him; she heeds 
nothing now but her own thoi^hts, which 
have fiown back to her broken promise, 
with a dreadful fear that she may be too 
late to redeem it. She remembers every¬ 
thing tbathappened with sickening fidelity; 
how Myra longed to detain her, and only 
let her go upon her given word that she 
would return. What li^t had she to break 
it—for any one, even for Philip? What 
must the dying woman think of her? 

She is so absorbed in this idea that she 
cannot speak to any one; her conduct 
seems quite changed from what it did in 
the morning. She is a pitiful coward in 
her own eyes now. And as she drives back 
to Priestley she sits alone, miserable and 
silent, longing to reach home, and fancy¬ 
ing the road twice as long as iriien they 
last traversed it. 

“Are you ill, my dear?” says Mrs. Cav¬ 
endish. “ Has the day fatigued you ?” 

“You had better not speak to Lrene,” 
replies Colonel Mordaunt, in her stead. 
“ She is in one^ of her Lady Bountiful 
moods. You and I are not worth attend¬ 
ing to in comparison.” 

She is too low-spirited even to be saucy 
in reply, and presently her husband’s hand 
creeps into hers, and she knows that her 
reticence has pleased him, and gives it a 
good squeeze for reward. 

But as the carriage drives up to the Court 
her quick eye catches sight of a dirty little 
figure crouched by the doorsteps, and all 
her vague forebodings return. 

“O, tiiere is Jenny P’ sbe exclaims, ex¬ 
citedly. “ I felt sure there was sometiiing 
wrong. Jenny,wbatisit?” asthecarriage 
reaches the door. “ Is Myra worse ?” 

“ Please, mum,” says Jenny, with a bob, 
“ she’s as bad as ever she can be, and 
mother says, please, mum, could you come 
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down and see her, for she’s a-goin’ fast, 
and she keeps on a-calUn’ for jou. And 
mother says— 

“ O, I will go af once F’ says Irene, leap¬ 
ing down from the carriage. “Philip, 
dearest, you wont be angry?” And with 
that, begins to run down the drise. 

“Stop, Irene, stop?’ cries her husband. 
But she does not heed or hear him, and. 
having handed the other ladies out, he 
drives after her, and catches her before 
she has reached the outside of the grounds. 

“Stop, dearest!* Get in. I wili drive 
down with you,” he esclaims, as he over¬ 
takes her. 

“ Boa, PhiiipF’ 

“ Yes; why not ? Am I to have no share 
in the troubles of this kiudlittle heart?” 

“O Philip, thank you! You are too 
good to me I It is such a comfort to me F’ 
And with that she seizes the great rough 
hand that has drawn her so tenderly to his 
side, and cries over it quietly. He smears 
her tears all over her face with his pocket- 
handkerchief in well-meant attempts to 
wipe them away, after the manner of men, 
but not another word is exchanged between 
them till they reach the cottage. 

There all is silent. The lower part of 
the house seems deserted. And Irene, 
leaving her husband pacing the garden in 
front, finds her way quietly up stairs. 

Myra’s room seems full. Mrs. Cray is 
there with her soapy satellites, and ail her 
children, except Joel and Jenny, and at 
first Irene’s entrance is unnoticed. But as 
the women nearest the door perceive her, 
they fall back. . ’ 

“Ah, you’ve come too late, mutnF’ says 
Mrs. Cray, reproachfully. “I doubt if 
she’ll reckonize you. She’s a’most gone, 
poor creetur.” 

“I am 80 sorry,” replies Irene, making 
her way up to the bed on which the sick 
girl lies motionless; “ but I could not come 
before. Dear Myra, don’t you know me?” 
And she lays her warm Ups upon the clam¬ 
my forehead. The dying eyes quiver_ 

open—recognize her; and a faint smile 
hovers over the lead-colored lips. 

“ We were —we were—she gasps, and 
then stops, still gasping, and unable to 
proceed. 

“ Is it anything yon want to tell me?” 
says Irene, gently, trying to help her, 

“ We were—” commences Myra, again; 
but death will not let her- finish. “ Tom¬ 


my?’ she ejaculates, with a world of 
meaning in her eyes, but with an e3ort so 
painful to behold that Irene involuntarily 
closes her own;’ and when she opens them 
again Myra’s are glazed, her Ups are part¬ 
ed, and two quick sobbing breaths herald 
the exit of her soul. 

“She’s a going!” screams Mrs. Cray, 
rushing forward to assist in the Great 
Change. 

“She is gone," says Irene, quietly, as, 
awestruck, she sinks down by the bedside 
and covers her face with her hands. 

“Poor dear?’ quoths Mrs. Cray, in or¬ 
der to better the occasion, “how bad she’s 
bin a wantin’ of you', mum, all to-day, to 
be sure ;* and how she’s bin a asking every 
minute when I thought yeu’d be here. It 
seemed to me as though the poor creetur 
couldn’t die tUi she’d seen you again. Fve 
seen ’em lie like this, bless ’em, for days a 
fightin’ for their breath, and not able to 
go, when there’s bin a pigeon-featherin 
the ticking, but never from trying to see a 
face as that poor thing has longed to see 
yoi^. And I’m sure, if I’ve sent one mes¬ 
sage to the Court to-day, Pve sent a dozen, 
and she a watchin’ each time as though —" 

“O, don’t tell me ! please don’t teli the !” 
entreats Irene, as the whole mournful pan¬ 
orama passes before her mentaT vision, 
and overwhelms her with reproach, that 
ends in sobbing. Colonel Mordaunt hears 
the sound of her tears through the open 
casement, and comes to the bottom of the 
stairs. ■ ’ . - ‘- 

Irene—Irene?’ he says, ramonstrat- 
ingly. 

“ O, please to walknp, sir; it’s all over,” 
says Mrs. Cray, with her apron to her eyes; 
and, for the sake of his wife, the eolonel 
does walk up. When he reaches the little 
room, he is distressed beyond measure at 
the sight before him; the poor dead wasted 
body stretched upon the bed, and his beau¬ 
tiful Irene crying beside it as thoc^h her 
heart would break. 

“ Come, my dearest,” he says, soothing- 
ly, “ you can do no more good here. Let 
me take you home.” 

But she turns from him; she will not an¬ 
swer him; she does not even seem to be 
aware that he is present. 

“I hate myself! I hate myself?’ she 
says, vehemently. “ Why did I ever con¬ 
sent to go to that detestable picnic, when 
my place was here ? I promised' her, poor 
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dear girl, that I would come again this 
moruing, and she has been waiting and 
watching for me, and thinking that I had 
forgotten. And her last word was to xe- 
jnind me of the oath I took to protect her 
child—and e«en that I must break. And 
she is about me nowj l feel it ; despising 
me for my weakness and my fi^sehood. 
But she cannot think me more degrade^ 
than I thiuk myself.” 

Colonel Mordaunt is shocked at the ex¬ 
pression ; he cannot bear that it should be 
connected, even wrongfully, with any ac¬ 
tion of Irene’s. 

“Degraded! my darling, what can make 
you use such a term with reference to 
yourself—^you who are everything that is 
true aud noble ?’’ 

“True, to break my promise to the dying 
—^nohle, to swear an oath and not fulfil iH 
0, very true and noble! I irtsh you could 
see my conduct as if looks id me.” 

“ If that is really the light in which you 
view the matter, Dene, I will oppose no 
further obstacle to the satisfaction of your 
conscience. You shall keep yoiir promise, 
and adopt the child.” 

At that she lifts her tear.efaihed face 
and regards him curibusly. 

“Are you in earnest, Philip?” 

“Quite in earnest! I could hardly jest 
on such a subject” 

“0 thank you! thank you—you have 
made me feel so happy;” and, regardle^ 
of spectators (for though the room is nearly 
cleared by this time, the laundress and 
some of her children still remain in attend¬ 
ance), np comes her sweet mouth to meet 
his. Colonel fifordannt is already repaid 
for his generosity. And then Irene toms 
to the bed. 

“ Myra,” she says, as naturally as though 
the poor mother were still ^ve, “ I will he 
true to my word! I will take your little 
one and bring him np for you; and when 
we meet again you will foi^ve me for this 
last breach of fmth.” 

At this appeal Mrs. Cray pricks up her 
ears; she understands it at once, and the 
idea of getUng rid of Tommy is too wel¬ 
come to be passed over in silence; but, be¬ 
ing a cunning woman, she foresees that it 
will strengthen his clmm, if she professes 
to have been made aware' beforehand of 
it : 

“Your good lady is talking of tal^g the 
poor child, colonel,” she says, whining, 


“ which Fm sure it will be a blessing to 
him, and may be he’ll be a blessing to her. 
Ah, you see I knows all about it; FvehMU 
a mother to that pobr girl aS lies there, 
and who should she tell her troubles and 
’opes to, if it wearn’t to me? But Ikep’ 
her misfortnne close, didn’t I, miiin ?—not 
a word passed my lips but that all the vil¬ 
lage might hare heard, which it’s pitiyed 
by not a soul knowing of it, except our¬ 
selves and Joel—and one ortwd neighbors', 
maybe, and my brother as lives over at 
Fenton. But now she’s gone—^poor dear^— 
and you’ve promised to do kindly by the 
child, 1 don’t care who knov^ it, for it 
can’thaimndone.”- 

“ Then your niece told you of my wife’s 
offer to look after her little boy?” says 
Colonel Mordaunt, fsilling into the trap. 

“ O for 1 yes sir; a many timespwhich 
rve'looked'forWard to her doing so, know¬ 
ing that ho lady conld break her promise: 
aud she’s always been so fond of Toinmyi 
too; Fm sure he’ll take to her jist as 
though she was his mother. And it’s a 
fine thing for the child; fhough It'll near 
break my heart to part witb hlmi.” 

This last assertion is a little too much, 
even for Colonel Mordaunt’s softened 
mood, and he rises to his'feet ha^Iy. 

“Come, dearesV he’Says to his wife, 
“ it is time we were going.” 

“And Tommy?” she replies, inquiringly. 

“Yon don’t want to take him with you 
now, surely?” is the dubious rejoindef.' 

“ No, I suppose not; but—how will he 
come?” 

“ lor, mum! l’!I bring him up this even- 
Ing—he shan’t be kep’ from you, not half 
an hour more than's needful; bnt 1 most 
reddle him up a bit first, and give him a 
clean face.” 

“ O, never mind his face,” begins Irene; 
but her husband cuts her short. ^ 

“ There, there, my love! yon hear, the 
child will be up ihiwevening. Surely, that 
is all that can be required. Good evening, 
Mrs. Cray. Come, Dene.” And with one 
farewell look at Myra’s corpse, she follows 
him from the room; 

All the way home the husband Uhd wife 
sit very close to each other, but they do not 
speak. The scene they have just witnessed 
has sobered them. Colonel Mordaunt is 
the first to break the silence, and he do^ 
so as the carriage stops before fhehall-dodr 
of the Court. 
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“Fm tliinMng -what the d—1 you’ll do 
'vritli itr’ he ejaculates, suddenly. 

“With the child? O, a thousand things?’ 
die says, joyously. 

Her voice startles him; he toms and 
looks into her {ace; it is beaming with 
happiness and a wonderful new light that 
he has never seen there before. 

“ Why, Iren%” he esclaims, as he hands 
her out, “ what is this ? You look as if 
you had come into a fortune.” 

“ Because 1 have such a dear, good old 
husband,” she whispers, fondiy, as she 
passes him and rans up stairs to dress for 
dinner. 

Of course the whole conversation at the 
dinner-table is famished by the discussion 
of hfrs. MordaunFs strange freak. By the 
time Irene descends to the dining-room, 
she finds the story is known ail over the 
honse; and the opinions on it are free and 
various. Mis. Cavendish holds up her 
hands at the very idea. 

“ My dear colonel, you spoil this child. 
Fancy, letting her adopt the brat of no one 
knows who^the trouble it wUl give you— 
the money it will cost I” 

“O, Irene has pronused faithfully I 
shall have, no trouble in the matter,” 
laughs the colonel, who, having once given 
his consent to the arrangement, will never 
betray that it was against his will; “ and 
as for the expense—well, I don’t think one 
poor littie mortal will add much to the ex- 
penditnre of the household.” 

“ Particularly as I intend to pay for him 
out of my pin money,” says Irene. 

“ But the nuisance, my dear; no money 
will pay for that. Ah I you wont believe 
me now — bat by-and-by—wait a bit—you’ll 
see?’ with mysterious nods and winks, of 
which her niece takes jto notice. 

“ She’ll have to end by turning him into 
a buttons-boy,” remarks her husband, who 
is secretly delighted with the pantomime. 

“ Fm sure I shall do nothing of the sort,” 
says Irene, quickly, and then calms down 
ag^. “ I mean that I shall grow too fond 
of the child to make him Into a servant.’’ 

“Tim fond of a baby, Irene.", says Maty 
Cavendish; “ that is just what puzzles me 
—why Fm sure you always said you hated 
children.” 

“O, very well, then! keep your own 
opinion—you know so much more about it 
than I do,” with a little rising temper. 


“Irene, my darling?’ says the colonel, 
soothingly. 

“ Why do they all set upon me, then, 
Philip? What is there so extraordinary in 
my wishing to befriend a wretched little 
outcast? Fm sure, I almost begin to wish 
I had never seen the child at all.” 

“ Let us change the subject,” is her has- 
band’s only answer. 

• •.«•••« 

Bat when the dinner is over and the 
evening draws to a close, Irene begins to 
move restlessly up and down the house. 
She has already taken her maid Phoebe in¬ 
to her confidence, and the girl, being coun¬ 
try bred and with no absurd notions above 
her station, is almost as delighted at the 
prospect of having the little child to take 
care of as her mistress. And they have ar¬ 
ranged that he is to sleep-in Phoebe’s bed, 
which is large and airy. And before the 
housemaid comes up with a broad grin on 
her countenance to announce that Mrs. 
Cray, the laundress, has bronght “ a little 
boy for missus,” these extravagant young 
women have sliced up half a dozen or more 
good articles of wear, in order that the 
young rascal may have a wardrobe. 

In the midst of their arrangements. Mas¬ 
ter Tommy, clean as to the outside piatter, 
but smelling very strong, after the manner 
of the Great Unwashed, even though they 
dwell in villages, is introduced by his guan 
dian. Irene cannot talk to Mrs. Cray to¬ 
night, she dismisses the subject of poor 
Myra and her death straggles summarily; 
and thrusting a five-pound note into the 
laundress’s hand, gets rid of her as soon as 
she decently can. She is longing to hare 
the little ehild all to herself, and she does 
not feel as tbongh he were really her own 
until the woman who beats him is once 
more ontside the door. And then she tnms 
to Phoebe triumphantly. 

“And .now, Phoebe, what shall we do 
with him?” 

“I should wash him, ma’am,” replies 
Phoebe, following the advice of the great 
Mr. Dick, with respect to David Copper 
field. 

“ Of coarse, we’ll give him a warm bath. 
Bun down stairs and get the water, Phoebe. 
And is this his nightgown?” examiuingthe 
bundle of rags that Mrs. Cray left behind 
her. “O, what a wretched thing! but, 
luckily, it is clean. He must have new 
nightgowns, Phoebe, at once, and—” 
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“ He must have eeerjrtftiiijr new, ma’am, 
bless his heart r’ exclaims Fhoebe, enthu* 
siastically, as she disappears in quest of 
the water. When shb is gone Irene lifts 
the child on her knee, and gazes in his face. 

« Tommy,” she says, gently, ** Tommy, 
will yea love me 

** Iss,” replies Tommy, who has seen her 
often enough to feel familiar with her. 

“ You are going to be my little boy now, 
Tommy.” 

** Iss,” repeats Tommy, as he survey the 
wonderful fairy-land in which he finds 
himself. It must be recorded of Tommy, 
that, with all his faults, he is not shy. 

In another minute Fhoebe is hack with 
the water, and the bath is filled, and the 
two women undress the child together and 
plunge him in, and sponge and lather him, 
kneeling on each side the bath the while, 
and langhlng at their own awkwaidness at 
the onaccustomed task. And then Tommy 
gets the soap into his eyes, and roars, 
which cheerful sound attracting Colonel 
Hordauut’s attention as he moonts the 
shurs, causes him to peep into the open 
bedmom door unseen. And there he 
watches his young wife and her maid first 
Mss the naked cupid to console him, and 
then return to the soaping and splashing, 
until they have made him smile again. 
And when the washing is completed, and 
Fhoebe stretches out her arms to t^e the 
child and dry him, Colonel Hordannt sees 
with astonishment that her mistress will 
not allow it. 

“No, no, Phoebe! give him to me,” she 
says, authoritatively, as she prepares her 
lap to receive the dripping Infant; and 
then, as the servant laughingly obeys her 
orders, and carries the bath into the next 
room, he watches Irene’s lips pressed on 
the boy’s undried face. 

“Ht little Tommy f’ she says, as she 
does so. 

He sees and hears it, toms away with a 
si^, and a Heart heavy, he knows not 
wherefore, and goes down stairs as he as¬ 
cended them, unnoticed. 


A week has passed. Poor Myra’s form 
has just been left to rest beneath a rough 
hillock of clay in the churchyard, and Joel 
Cray is seated in the sanded kitchen of his 
mother’s cottage, his arms cast over the 
deal table, and his head bent down de¬ 
spairingly upon them. 


Mn. Cray, returning abruptly Hav¬ 
ing just “dropped in” to a neighbor’s to 
display her “bl^k” and furnish all fune¬ 
real details, finds him in this position. 

** Come, lad,” she says, roughly, but not 
unkindly, “it’s no use frettin*; it wont 
bring her back agin.” 

“ There’s no call for you to tell me that, 
mother,” he answers, wearily, as he raises 
two hollow eyes from the shelter of his 
hands; “ it’s writ too pl^lyhere "—strik¬ 
ing his breast—“hut you might have 
warned me she was goin’.” 

“ Warned you! when all the world could 
see it! Why, the poor creetur has had 
dea^ marked in her lace for the last ^ 
months; and Mrs. Jones has jest bin a 
sayin’ it’s.a wonder as she lasted so long,” 
replies Mrs. Cray, as she hangs her new 
bonnet on a nail in the kitchen wall, and 
carefuUy folds np her shawL • 

“All the world but me, you mean. It 
would have come a bit easier if I had seen 
it, perhaps. Why, ’twas only tiie other 
day I was begging of her to be my wife, 
and now, to think Fve just come from 
burying her! O good'Lord?* And down 
sinks the poor felloVs head again, whilst 
the the tears trickle through his earth- 
stained fingers. 

Mrs. Cray loves her son after her own 
fashion. It is, in a great measure, her 
love for him and sympathy with his disap¬ 
pointment that have made her hard upon 
Myra and Myra’s child; and she desires to 
give him comfort in his present trouble. 
So she draws a chair close beside him, and 
sits down deliberately to tear open all his 
worst wounds. But it is not entirely her 
want of education that begets tiiis pecu¬ 
liarity, for the example has been set her, 
ever since the world began, by people as 
well-mining, and far less ignorant than 
herself. 

“Now, where’s the good of tbinkin’ of 
that, lad?” she says, as soothingly as her 
harsh voice will permit. “She’d never 
have bin yours had she lived ever so long; 
and all the better, too, for no woman can 
make a good wife when her fimcy’s fixed 
upon another man.” 

**And if hers were, you needn’t remind a 
feller of it,” he replies, imeasily. 

“ O, but I says it for your good. Not 
that I wants to speak a word against the 
poor thing as is gone; for when a fellow- 
creetur’s under the ground, let his faults 
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be buried atop of him, say I; that’s my 
maxim, and I keeps to it. Still, there’s no 
denying poor Myra were very flighty, and a 
deal of trouble to us all. Pni sure 1 thought 
this ^ternoon, when I see the handsome 
grave Simmons bad dug for her, and all the 
village looking on at the burial, and Tom< 
my brought down from the Court by the 
colonel's lady herself, in a bran new suit of 
black, and with a crape bow and a feather 
in his hat, that no one would have thou^t 
as seed it Uiat we was only burying a— 
‘‘Mother, ttAot are you going to say?” 
demands Joel, as, with clenched hand and 
glowing eyes, he springs to his feet. 

“ Lor,.you.needn’t fly out so! I wasn’t 
going to say nothing but the truth.” 

“The truth i But is it the truth? Who 
tedws that it’s the truth ?’?. 

• f‘ Whjy you wouldn’t be after saying as 
she was ^ hotiest woman, Joel ?” 

“I don’t ^ow.. I’d rather be saying 
nothin’ of her at all. My poor girl, trod* 
den dowu and, spit on I And she^ who was 
the bonniest lass for miles, round Priest¬ 
ley 1 Mother, X must leave this place T’ 
“Leave! when you’ve just got such a 
fine situation under Farmer Green! Have 
you lost your senses, lad ?” 

“ i don’t know, and I don’t care. 1 don’t 
seem to have, nothin’ now; but I can’t 
bide here any longer; there’s somethin’ in 
in the air that chokes me.” 

“But where would you be going?” 

“1 can’t tell that, either. Jest where 
chance may take me. Only, be sure of 
one tlung, mother—I don’t come back to 
Priestley till I’ve cleared her name or 
killed the man who ruined her.” 

. “ You are going iu search of Wm, Joel ?” 

“ It’s bin growing on me over since that 
evening I came home and found her dead. 
I wont believe that Myra was the girl to 
give herself over to destruction; but if she 
were—well, then, the man who destroyed 
her must answer for it to me.” 

“But what’ll I do without you?” com¬ 
mences Mrs. Cray, as her apron goes up to 
receive the maternal droppings of despair. 

“ You’ll dp well enough, mother. If I 
didn’t feel tha^ 1 wouldn’t go. And the 
child (if it wasn’t for her, I could say, 
‘Curse him r but I wont. No, Myra, never 
you fear; he’ll allays have a friend in me), 
he’s ofi your hands, and well provided for. 
So you’ve notbiu’ but your own little ones 
tO'look after. And you’ll have friends at 
the Court, too. You wont miss me.” 


“ But how are you ever to find the gen¬ 
tleman, Joel?” 

“I know his name was ‘’Amilton,’ and 
I’ll track that name through the world till 
I light. on him. And I saw him once, 
mother. ’Twas only for a few minutes, 
hut I marked him well—a tall upstanding 
feller, with dark hmr and blue eyes. The 
child’s the very moral of him, curse him! 
And ril search till 1 come acroat that face 
^ain; and when I comes acrost it, we’ll 
have our reckoning, or I’m much mis¬ 
taken.” 

“And how shall you live meanwhile?” 

“As I always have lived, by my hands. 
And now, mother, put up my bundle,, and 
let me be going.” 

“ To-night, lad ? O, you can’t be in ear¬ 
nest!” 

“ Yes, to-nighti .. I tell you there’s some¬ 
thing in the air of this place that stops my 
breathing. I could no more lie down and 
sleep in my bed here, while she lies out 
yonder with the lumps of clay upou her 
tender breast, than 1 could eat while she 
was starvin’. Let me go, mother. If you 
don’t want to see me mad, let me go where 
I can still fancy she’s a living here with 
you, and that coffin .and that shroud is all 
a horrid dream.” 

And so, regardless of his mother’s en¬ 
treaties or his own well-doing, Joel Cray 
goes forth from Priestley. Whilst the 
neighbors are preparing to retire to.thrir 
couches, and the dead woman’s child, alike 
unconscious of his motherless condition 
and the stigma resting on his birth, is lying, 
flushed and rosy, in his first sleep in Phoe¬ 
be’s bed, the uncouth figure shambles 
slowly from the laundress’s cottage, and 
takes the highroad to Fenton, which is on 
the way to the nearest town. But before 
he quits the village he passes, a jiittle 
shamefacedly, even tho)^h the dusk of the 
summer’s eve has fallen and he is quite 
alone, through the wooden wicket that 
guards God’s acre, and finds his way up to. 
the newmade grave. 

But it looks so desolate and mournful, 
covered in with its hillock of damp red, 
earth, that he cannot stand the sight, and 
as he gazes at it, his honest breast begins 
to heave. 

“Ican’tabear it,” he whispers, hoai^ly, 
“ to leave her here—the thought of it,will 
haunt me night and day.” 

And then he stoof^ and gathers up a 
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morsel of the oninyiting marl studded with 
TOUgh stones, 

**And to think you should he lying under 
this—you whose head should be resting on 
my bosom—O my darlin’, my darlin*! my 
heart’ll break f’ 

And for a few moments the poor wretch 
0nds reli<^ in a gosh/of tears. 

“rm glad no one saw’em,”'he ponders, 
quaintly, as the last of the low sobs bireaks 
from his laboring bosom; *‘bat I feels ail 


the better. And I swear by -’em—by these 
here %ars which tiie thought of you has 
drawed from me, Myra, that I don’t look 
uiwn your grave again until Tve had satis¬ 
faction for the wrong he’s done you.‘ O my 
lost darlin’, I shall never love Another wo- 
manl Good-by,- till we meets in a happier 
world ^an this has been for both oi usP* 
And when the morning breaks he is 
iniles away from Priestley. 

[to BB OOlrciinJBDil • 
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ITOTOBTtmATB MATCH. 
By FLOBEJCE JIAEErAI. 


CHAPTEK Till. 

Mbs. Cavendish and her daughter are 
gone; the sportsmen are gone; and, with 
the exception of Oliver Kalston, whom 
Irene has come to look upon almost as one 
of the family. Pen Court is' cleared of 
guests, and she is left once more to the so¬ 
ciety of her husband and her sister-in-law, 
and the care of her little protege. Tommy 
Brown. The transformation wrought in 
this child by a few weeks’ attention and 
a suit of new clothes is something marvel¬ 
lous. Mo one who had only seen him grub¬ 
bing in the front yard of Mrs. Cray’s domi¬ 
cile, or driving the truant pigs in from the 
lane, would recognize him now. His hair, 
cleansed from its normal state of dirt, is 
several shades lighter than it was before,' 
and lies in loose waving curls about his 
head and neck. ’The tan is gradually wear¬ 
ing off his broad white brow, and his plump 
neck, and arms, and shoulders, now fuUy 
exposed by his low frocks, make him ap¬ 
pear what he really is—a very handsome 
child. Above all, he possesses the violet 
eyes that first attracted Irene’s notice; au;| 
beneath the dark lashes of which he has a 
quaint half-shy, half-sly manner of looking 
up at her which makes her heart throb 
each time she encounters it, though she 
can hardly tell the reason why. But ,the 
name by which the boy is generally known 
grates upon her ear; and her annoyance on 
this subject is a source of never-failing 
amusement to Colonel Mordaunt. He con¬ 
siders it so thoroughly feminine. 

“Such a dreadful name I’’ she says, 
plaintively, as they are sitting out of doors 
•ne evening, and watching the child play 
upon the lawn. “Tommy Brown! It has 
not even got the virtue of singularity to 
recommeud it. Could anything be more 
commonplace 

“Why don’t you rechristen him, my 
dear? demands the colonel, langhihg. 
“Call him Aubrey de Vere, or Lancelot 
Yaue, or Percival Lisle, or by any other 
simple and unpretending title. He is sure 
to end by being a footman, or a drummer, 
or a shopboy—nothing could be more ap¬ 
propriate.” 


“ He shall never be anything of the sort!** 
cries Irene, indignantly; “and it is not 
kind of you to laugh at me, Philip, when 
you know I am fond of the child, I don’t 
mind Tommy so much. Thomas isn’t a 
pretty name, but it was roy dear father’s, 
and there are plenty of Thomases in the 
peerage; but I can’t stand Brown.” 

“ Sligo family,” interpolates her hus¬ 
band, with mock seriousness. 

“ O Philip, do be quiet! Of course, if it 
were his rightful name, there would be no 
help for it ; but as he has no name at aft, 
poor little fellow, I don’t see why it should 
not be changed.” 

“ Nor I. What do you propose to change 
itto?” 

“I suppose, Philip— Now, I know Pm 
going to say a very stupid thing, so I give 
you fair warning; but IsupposeUwouldn’t 
do to call him by my maiden name ?” 

“What, St. John?” 

“ Yes,” confusedly, “ Tbomas^St. John. 
After papa, you know.” • 

“My dear Irene, you have gone clean* 
out of your senses about that child. Pick 
a beggar’s brat from the gutter, and dub 
him with your father’s name!—with the 
name of my cousin. I couldn’t'hear of it. 
What on earth would people say I” 

“Let them say what they like^, .They 
must have something to talk aboiit^'” 

“They shall not talk about iuy.wifel 
No, Irene. I have permitted you to follow 
your own iucUuations in adopting thik boy 
—whether wisely or not remains to be de¬ 
termined—^but I will not hear of his being 
endowed with the name of any one'helong- 
ing to my family. Call him Mon^pfency, 
or Piantagenet, or any tomfoolery you may 
fancy, but let us have no triding with what 
is sacied.^’ And so saying, Colonel Mor- 
daunt rises from bis seat, and walks back 
into the house. He is beginning to feel a 
little jealons of the interest evinced in 
Tommy Brown, 

Irene remains where he left her, red and 
silent. She does not attempt to detain 
him, or to call him back, for his words 
have left a sore impression on her mind, 
aud she is afraid to trust herself to speak. 
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It seems so hard to her that every one 
should resent her desire to be a mother to 
this poor motherless baby, or to forget that 
so wide a gap exists between herself and 
him. And she watches the little black 
frock and white pinafore, as their owner 
toddles about the grass, now making inef- 
fectual attempts to grab a moth that the 
evening breezes have awakened, then 
stooping to pick oS the beads of the daisies 
that the mowing machine has passed over, 
until her thoughts wander to his poor dead 
mother, and her eyes fill with tears. 

, “1 hope—that is, I suppose, that my 
, brother—^but what da you think, Mrs. Mor- 
daunt?” remarks the sapient Isabella, 
who, book in hand, has been sitting at a 
respectful distance from the master and 
mistress of Fen Court, as though she had 
no right to approach them or join in their 
conversation. 

“ I beg your pardon—wasn^t listening,’* 
rejoins Irene, as she quickly blinks away 
the drops that hang upon her lashes. 

“ 1 mean—he is not angry, I trust, or 
vexed, with what you said, as he has gone 
indoors, you see.” 

“What, Philip? Why should he be? 
We were only talking about Tommy. Ah! 
you mustn’t do that, dear,” as the child 
plunges over a flower-bed in the ardor of 
the chase. “ Gome here. Tommy—come to 
me.” 

But prompt obedience not being one of 
Tommy’s many virtues, Irene has to go in 
pursuit of him; and, having captnred, she 
brings him back to the garden bench and 
seats him on her knee, hfiss Hoidaont 
immediately retreats to the furthest ex¬ 
tremity. It is the funniest thing in the 
world to see these two women with the 
child between them—the delight of the 
one, and the distaste and almost fear of the 
other, being so plainly depicted on their 
conntenauces. 

“ Now, Tommy, do sit still,” says Irene. 
“What a weight the fellow grows I lam 
sure he must be pounds heavier than when 
he came here. Seel here’s my watch. 
Put it-lo your ear and hear the tick-tick. 
Hasn’t he got lovely hair, Isabella?” 

“ It appears to be very fine,” replies Miaa 
Hordaunt. 

“It^s assoftas silk, and curls quite nat¬ 
urally. No, darling—not my earrings. 
Ton hurt me.- O, how he does pull I .And 
now he wants ^at rose out of your dress. 


What a child it is I No, Tommy mustn’t 
take poor auntie’s rose. (He may call you 
‘auntie,’ mayn’t he, Isabella?”) 

“Well, if Philip has no objection; bat 
of course—” 

“ What possible objection could Philip 
make ? The child must call os something. 
He’s going to call me ‘ mamma f Iknow 
that! Who am I, Tommy?—now tell me.” 

“Mamma!—yon’s my mamma,” replies 
Tommy, as he makes another grab at the 
earrings. 

“You darling! But you will pull your 
poor mamma’s ears out by the roots.. And 
you positively make my knees ache with 
your weight. Just take him for a minute, 
Isabella. You can have no idea how heavy 
he is.” And, without ceremony, Irene 
places the boy in the arms of her sister-in- 
law. Miss Mordaiint receives him upon a 
hard and bony lap, witii a deep well in the 
centre of it, as though he were a wild ani¬ 
mal, warranted to bite upon the first occa¬ 
sion, and Tommy doesn’t like thesitnation. 
He is of a rebellious and democratic turn 
of mind, and has no courtly hesitation in 
calling a spade by its right name. And 
some of Tommy’s right names, acquired 
ontside the Priestley public-hoose, are very 
wrong names indeed. 

“Let me goP’ be says, wildly, as Miss 
Mordaont’s arms, in deference to Irene’s 
wishes, make a feeble barrier to retain 
him. “I don’t like ooP’ 

“O Tommy, Tommy, that’s naughty 
You mast love poor auntie,” remonstrates 
Irene. Bat the child struggles on. 

“I don’t like oo—I don’t likeoo—oo’s 
ugly—oo’s a devilP* he winds up with tri¬ 
umphantly, as be escapes from her grasp, 
and rushes hack upon the flower-beds. 

“ Beaily,‘Mrs. Mordaunt, I tnist you will 
not ask me to feel his weight ^ain,” says 
poor Isabella, who is quite excited by the 
compliments she has so unexpectedly 
received. 

“It. is very naughty of him,^’ replies 
Irene, soothln^y. “I must scold him 
well; in fact, I would slap his hands if I 
did not know tiiat his language is entirely 
attributable to the horrible way in which 
he has been brought up. Poor little child! 
Fancy how shocking it is that a baby of his 
age should-even know such a word I” 

“I trust—that is, it would be very un¬ 
pleasant for all parties, if he were to call 
my brother by such a name,” remarks 
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Hiss Mordaunt, ia her primmest manner. 

“.O, don’t tell him, pleaseF’ says Irene, 
as she catches up.the truant to carry off to 
bed. As she makes tlie request she sighs. 
She sees so plainly that she will have to 
bear tlie brunt of all Master Tommy’s 
peccadilloes. 

Phoebe meets her at the bedroom door 
with a message. 

“ If you please, ma’am, Mrs. Cray’s wait¬ 
ing in the kitchen to know if she can speak 
to you.” 

“ 0, of course 1 Tell them to show her 
into my moniing-room, and then come back 
and take the child.” Aud in another min¬ 
ute Irene is confronted with the laundress. 

“ Well, Mrs. Cray, is there anything I 
can do for you this evening?” 

“ Thank you, no ma’am. The washing 
as you’ve been so good as to find me is a 
real help. And what with Tommy off my 
hands, and poor Myra gone, we’re getting 
on finely. And how is Tommy, ma’am? 
They tell me below stairs as he’ve grown 
marvellous, bless ’iin.” 

“ C, he’s very well, Mrs. Crpy, and very 
happy. Did you wish to speak to me ?” 

“Well, ma’am, I teas wishing to take the 
liberty to do so. I suppose you’ve heard of 
my loss, ma’am ?” 

“ Tour loss ? No!” 

“My poor son, ma’am—my Joel! He’s 
gone away.” 

“What! left Priestley?” 

“Yes ma’am. He couldn’t abide the 
place now his cousin’s buried, and his 
whole mind seems bent on finding out the 
man that’s wronged her. He wanted to 
marry her himself, you see, ma’am, and I 
do believe it’s gone to turn his head.” 
(Here Mrs. Cray’s canvas apron goes upj as 
usual, to her eyes.) “^The last words he 
says to me was, ‘Mother, Pll find him,’ 
he says, ‘ and I’ll kill him,’ he says, ‘ if I 
travels the whole world over for it,’ he 
says.” 

“0, but you mustn’t believe all that 
people say when they are in such grief as 
that, Mrs. Cray! 'When your son is able to 
reason a little more calmly, he wiU never 
think of doing anything so wicked. You 
may rest assured that-whoever'wronged 
poor Myra will not be permitted to go un¬ 
punished; but the punishment nrast be left 
in God’s hands.” 

“That’s just what I , says to Joel, 
ma’am. I says, ‘ Joel,’ says I, ‘ whoever 


done it, it’s no business of youm; and men 
will be-men,’ I says, ‘ and the girl 'was quite 
able to Uke care of herself.’ But you 
don’t know what Joe! is, ma’am. He’s as 
strong in his will as a heiephant, and yon 
might turn a posty sooner. So that I feel 
whenever they two meet there’ll be blood¬ 
shed aud murder, aud perhaps worse. And 
I shan’t never be easy till he comes back 
again?’ 

“Where is he now, Mrs. Cray?” 

“ The Lord knows, ma’am, for I’m sure 
I don’t He went away last Thursday 
week, and I’ve seen nothin’ of him since. 
And it’s hard for his mother to be left iu 
this way, and she a widder, with five 
littl’uns to work for, and her poor niece in 
the churchyard. It’s very hard; very hard 
indeed!” 

“ But I thought you said you were get¬ 
ting on so well, Mrs. Cray ?” 

“ So 1 am, ma’am—thanks - to yon and 
the washing. And it’s a-real relief to have 
poor Myra laid comfortable underground, 
and to feel she’ll never want for nothin’ 
again. Aud that’s what brings me np this 
evening, ma’am. I’ve been reddling up 
the house a bit, and turning out her boxes 
to see what would make up for the poor 
children, and I came across a few letters 
and bits of things of hers as I’m sure I 
never knew she had—she kep’ ’em so 
close.” 

“Are they of any importance to the 
chUd?” 

“ That I can’t say, ma’am, being no 
scholard myself; but, as you’ve provided 
so handsome for Tommy, I thought as 
you’d the best right to see-them, and come 
to your own decision whether they should 
be burned or not.” 

“Thank you. I think you are right. 
Have you got them with you?” 

Here Mrs. Cray produces a red cotton 
handkerchief from under hershawl, which, 
unfolded, discloses a Email packet tied up 
iuipart of a dirty old newspaper. 

“ There they are, ma’am, just as I found 
them in Myra’s box. There’s a bit of hair 
among the papers, and a glove—which it 
looks to me -like a-gentleman’s glove, but 
there’s no saying, and gloves aint a proof 
if there were. So, not being able to read 
the writing, L didn’t distorb them more 
than necessary, for I guessed^ynu'd like to 
have ’em as they was—and taking such a 
hinterest as you do in Tommy, aud they 
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bemg of value to child—which 

of coarse I sh^. be very williug to leave 
them with you, ina*am—for being no 
scholard, as I says before— 

Cray stands there, repeating Ui.e 
same sentences again and again, |Uid 
fumbling the dirty packet about in her 
hands, a light breaks in upon Irehe^ The 
lettere are to be paid for. And she is quite 
ready to pay for them, for her interest and 
curiosity are alike aroused .bj what the 
laundress has told her, and she hopes .the 
papers may prove of use in tracing the 
parentage of her adopted child. 

“ O, certainly, I quite understand T’ she 
ezclums, eagerly, as her hand dives into 
her pocket for her purse; “ andl’m sure 
I*m much obliged to you, Mrs. Cray, for 
the trouble you have t^en in bringing 
them up to me.*’ And thereupon she 
seizes on the letters, and transfers instead 
a sovereign to the woman’s palm—an ex¬ 
change which so entirely meets Mrs. Cray’s 
views of justice, that it is several minutes 
before Irene can stop her torrent ef thanks, 
and get her well out of the room again. 

It is dusk now, for the autumn evenings 
close in fast, and she rings for candles, 
and, full of expectation, sits down to in¬ 
spect the contents of the packet she has 
bought. She is so deeply interested in 
this case—so sentimentally regretful still 
over the memory of poor Myra—so anxious 
that her child should not be left entirely 
dependent on herself lor a friend. ^ she 
draws her chair close in to the table, and 
leans both her arms upon it, and bends her 
head down to the light, as people do who 
ai^ about to enter on a task that engrosses 
all 3a:und8. When she has cast away 
the dirty string, and still dirtier outside 
paper, she comes upon a small bundle of 
letters, or rather notes, in number about 
six, and which, to judge from two or three 
specimens selected at random, do not ap¬ 
pear at first sight likely to prove wo.tb a 
sovereign vested in the interests of Tommy: 

“Dzab Mtba,—^D on’t expect me to¬ 
morrow. It is impossible 1 can come. The 
bill shall be'paid next week. 

“Tours ever, E. H.” 

“Dsab H.,—I shall be over on Friday 
six. Kever mmd dinner. SbaU dine 
before starting. X ordered in.six dozen of 
claret yesterday. CanUge vru pmd. 

“ Tours affectionately, K H.” 


“p BAUKS T jp,—^Tou are a thorough 
woman. How could I be at F— when I 
was twenty miles the other way ? Ton will 
see me some time next week. Cet the 
dress by all means. 1 Inclose ^eck. 

“ Tours truly, H.” 

Wh^ Irene has deciphered these and a 
few others, very similar in character, she 
pauses for a moment’s thought. 

.What dp they tell her? Positively uoth- 
ing but what she knew before. It is evi¬ 
dent that the writer was not a passing 
acquaintance of the dead girl’s, but some 
one who considered her home as his, and 
held himself responsible for her expendi¬ 
ture; without doubt, the father of her 
child, the Hamilton of whom Myra had 
spoken to her. 

Irene thrusts the letters to one side in¬ 
dignantly, almost with'disgust. She fan¬ 
cies she can trace the selfish nature of the 
writer in every line; she thinks she would 
not care to stand in that man’s place at the 
present moment, and only wishes she could 
find some clue by which to trace him, and 
make him aware of the mischief and misery 
he has wrought. 

Having disj>osed of the letters, she next 
takes up the glove—a gentleman’s glove, as 
the laundress had observed, but of no value 
in tracing the identity of its owner—and 
the envelop that contains the lock of hair. 

It is a soft wavy piece of dark brown 
hair, the counterpart of that which grows 
on Tommy’s bead, and Irene experiences a 
strange sensation of mingled admiration 
and dislike as she takes it in her hand. 
Besides there, the packet contains nothing 
but a gold locket, broken and empty; a 
heap of withered, flowers, chiefly violets, 
and one of those highly ornamental and 
s^ctly useless ivoiy-backed prayer-books, 
which are manufactured for young gentle¬ 
men to present to young ladies, and which 
Myra was very imlikely to have received 
from any friend in her own class of life. 
Irene opens the prayer-book to see if there 
is any inscription in it, but the title-page is 
guiltless of the indiscretion of revealing its 
donor’s name. It is blank, and silent, and 
inscrutable as the past appears likely to be 
upon the subject of her adopted child. 
She turns over the leaves mechanically 
and with an air of disappmntment. At the 
service for the solemnization of marriage 
the page is folded down. Poor Myre! how 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 



often may she not have glanced at the holy 
words, which bore no sweet memories for 
her, with longing tears! As Irene’s hand 
shakes, the little volume shakra, and some¬ 
thing—an oval piece of c^board appar¬ 
ently—falls loosely from it on the table. 
She seizes and turns it uppermost. It is a 
photographed face, cut from • an^ ordinary 
carte de visile, which; fromdts sfie and ap¬ 
pearance, has evidently once been encased 
in the broken locket—the face of a'man, 
which she bolds forward eagerly to the 
light. r 

“ God in heaven, it is that of Erie EeirP’ 
'• • ' » • 

In her anxiety to examine the portrait, 
Irene has risen to her feet, and now stands, 
quivering in every limb, and gazing at it as 
though she were spellbound. There can 
be. 1 X 0 mistake; he appears younger here 
than when she knew him, there is less hair 
about the face, less thought upon the brow, 
a look of more insouciance about the month. 
But the eyes, the nose, the contour of the 
countenance, are the same; there can be 
no doubt but that it was taken from him¬ 
self. 

“ But how—ftoic can his photograph have 
found its way amongst Myra’s poor posses 
sions? Why should it be mixed up' with 
these relics of the base and selfish lover 
who betrayed her innocence ? 

The deadly sickness that rises 'to her 
heart makes answer to the question.' 

The initials E. .H. stand for Eric Hamil¬ 
ton ; he is the man at Whose door alt the 
snfiering she has witne^ed must be laid; 
his child, whom she has adopted as her 
own, lies sleepiiig at this moment under 
her protection. ' 

As the reality Of the'thought strikes 
home to her, Irene lets the pholiograph fall 
from her hands, and -sinks'back'upon the 
chair which she had quitted. ' 

Eric Hamilton Keirand Myra Crayl For 
a few moments all that she ddes' or' thinks 
of doing is to repeat those two'names iion- 
iunctively over and over again, until the 
syllables lose all significance for her.- 

The’effect is to harden her heart'and 
cause it to feel quite dead and cold. Pres¬ 
ently she hears a'sound outside in the'hall, 
and, springing up, pushes all the sad'lA'd- 
inehtos of ‘ 'poor' Myra’s disgrace togetliCT 
in one heap, and thrusting'them‘1nto*'the 
wrltiug-table' drawer, turns Ihe key npdn 
them. And then she leaves the room, al¬ 


most'as though she were 'in a dream, and 
still dreaming, encounters her sister-in-lsiw 
upon the 8tairs7 ' ■ 

“Areyou not coming’dowh into the'draw- 
in'g-room ?” sSys Isabella. “ i think—fliat 
is, "I am'not sure, of course—but I believe 
that my hrother is expecting you. Coffee 
has been in'for half an hour.” 

“ 'Don’t wait for me,” Irene replies, in a 
low voice, as she toils in' a laUguidpurpose- 
less manner up the staircase. •’ 

As she gains her bedroom door, Phoebe 
appears upon the' landing from her own 
apartment. ’ ; 

“O please, ma’am, would yon just step 
in and look at Master Tomnay? He dp 
look so beautiful in his rieep,” 

“No, no, I cah’tl I don’t wish to see 
him. I don’t care about seeing him,” re¬ 
plies her mistrc^j' in tones so unusually 
sharp and decisive, that Phoebe, bewil¬ 
dered, retreats' to her nursery again, feel¬ 
ing that somehow she has'made.a mistake. 

Irene enters her own room and paces up 
and down In the dark, not fast,, but rest¬ 
lessly. ’ ' ■''' ' ' ’ 

“Myra Cray 1” so run' her thoughts, a 
lowborn uneducated girl, whom he was 
base enough to betray and desert^ and then 
he came to ine—to me— and d^d to trifle 
with my affections, too P’ ‘ 

The knowledge' of the simifaHty between 
their cases', shoiffd make her sCfteri tovraiiJs 
Myra’s memoiy, but it does not; the shock 
of the dlscpveiT h'as 'occurred top lately. 
As'yet she can only think of her’as of one 
who (however briefly) held the heiaft she 
was unable to secure;' And she isimpo- 
tently -weak td cope'with a feeKhg which 
sheknows to'be unworthy of her;''and the 
whole world loses favoftn her eyes id Con¬ 
sequence'of her own defalcation; ' ;■ 

■ As she'ls'stiliwalkingup and'down the 
room,'trying hard to stamp down' the - de¬ 
mons Of envy, arid ‘ jealousy,'and revenge, 
that are struggling for supremacy fn her 
bosom,' Colonel Mordanrit’s deferential tap 
for admittance is- beard ag^st. the, door. 
It' is, an . unfortupate.moment ;for .him in 
which to appear, before her.;,,we-are Im.st 
left; toiconduct these meqbi.warfares by 
ourselves, and there are momeuts in life 
i'n'ivbich fte "attdritions of • o’uf' best ‘and 
deirestfiiends'lrrilairi'iristeid of sdothirig 
ns. And'’ all' ‘ felloriel ^loidaont’s "atUri- 
lipns,’h6wev&drindly jneaiit; 'areriohafiet- 
ed 6n tiatsoothirig'itroke-ybudoWn^ntly 
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principle vhich is ^0 tiying to accept , pa- 
iien^j.^hen eve^ aeCT.e is quivering with 
ejK^jpmt. . ' 

“1^y,niyd;ttUng,” hecai^raM^ “aii 
in the dark I TiVTiat can you find to amuse 
yonuphere?” 

“6, Pm all right, thank you I I don’t 
feel inclined for the light just noiy; Pm 

thinkiDg.” 

“And what can the little w^an be 
thinking about that requires both gloom 
and solitude? Kotbing unpleasant, I hope, 
Irene?” 

“ How should it be ?” 

“ Then come down to the drawiug>n)oin, 
my darling. Isabella is waiting till you 
app^ to pour out the coffee.” 

“ I would much rather not go; why can’t 
she take it alone ?” 

“ What reason can you have for not join¬ 
ing her?” 

“ Only that I feel a lltUe—a little hipped 
to-night, and would rather remain by my¬ 
self.” 

*‘^ppedl Why, what on earth can you 
have to make you feel hipped? , Has, any¬ 
thing gone wrong?” 

“ I have already said no to that quesUon. 
But is it absolutoiy necessary, in order to 
feel low, that we should be suffering in the 
present? ^ve we no pa^t tp^ return at 
times npon us ?” , , ' 

Irene forgets, as she says this sentet;ce, 
how much confidence she reposed in her 
husband before marriage; and as it escapes 
her, and the remembrance returns, she 
grows still more impatieiit with hereelt and 
him. 

“I had imped,’? he observes (and the 
observation alone, in her present condition, 
carries offence with it), “ that your past 
was done away with fpreyer, Irene.” 

■“ I never gave you cause to hope so,” 
she retorts, sharply. And he turns away 
in silence to leave the room, in a moment 
* she has seen her error and sprung after 
him, 

“Forgive me, Philip; I am in a horrid 
temper! But.when you talk of my.past as 
gone fqrpver,' you forget that I have lost 
my.f^'g and mother,'aiid-^and —” 

“'Hiere,'there, darling! It is I who 
shoifid ask your forgiveness ; I was a brute 
to say wlmt I did. But 1 have, been hoping 
I had m^e'you happy, Irene.” 

“Aai so you have—very, happy R she re¬ 
turns, with a sort of hysterical gasp. “Xet 


us say no more about it, but go down to 
Isabella.” And for the remainder of the 
®y^ibg.8he .is,.to aU piriward.appearanite, 
much like he? .ne^.s^ She gc^ tq 
however^ slpepp ^ke^y, and ri^ in. tbe.^ 
morning unrefrashed., The reyelatipn.of.. 
the night before has made no difference in 
her future prospects, npr can it infinence 
in any way her present actions; but it has 
^Tiyed all.her..bittereatfeelingswith.re- 
.to Eric Heir’s behaviour , to herself— 
feelings .which she had hoped were long 
since laid to rest, because the tame, exist¬ 
ence which she is leading affords no oppor¬ 
tunity of arousing them. But the dull 
leaden weigh t which, alternated with fierce 
moods of scorn and irony, once rendered 
iife a torture, to her has settled down npon 
her heart again, and, disposes her toPeel 
hard and cold to ail mankind, until, whilst 
she is dressing, a certain chubby hand 
knocks uncertainly upon her bedroom 
door. She knows well the faint broken 
sound his dimpled knuckles make, and 
generally flies to .the door to open it her- 
selh; But to-day her brows contract, and 
she shrlnks backward as though the mere 
knowledge of his presence there could give 
her pain. 

“ U you pleme, ma’am,, it’s Master Tom¬ 
my/’.^y? Phoebe’s voice,from the outside. 

“P can’t see him this.morning, Fheebe. 
I,et him run in the garden until w.e come 
down.” 

“I wantoo-^I want ooR says Tommy, 
as he. kicks at the. bedroom ,door.. > 

“Are you gomg to: let that child kick all 
the paint off the panelling?” shouts her 
husband from his dressingtroom, 

“ If you please, m.aiam,. he’s been in the 
garden already, and he’s got a most beau¬ 
tiful rose for you-rhaven’t you. Tommy?” 

.“Bet me in I I want ooT’ repeats the 
protege. 

Then site advances slowly and unlocks • 
the. door, and , admits the child before 
Phoebe can follow him, and. finds herself 
standing in the centre of the room, gazing 
with her large hungry eyes at the atom of 
humanity, whose, existence vexes her so 
sorely. 

“'What do you want. Tommy?” She 
commences, coldly. 

“A rose tor Tommy mamina, —a. boofel 
rose,” he lisps, as he presents the fipwer. 

She does not offer to accept it; on the 
contrary, she turns away. 
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“Don’t call me mamma," she says, 
qnlckly. 

The arcbln loohs astonished, and-tiien 
ponts his lips. Children are ready jodges; 
he reeognizes the injostibe and-wayward¬ 
ness of her new mood-at once. 

“ I go,- Phoebe,” he utters, plaintively, 
in remonstrance to the change. Irene 
looks round—sees the dewy mouth droop¬ 
ing at both corners—catches the deprecat¬ 
ing glance of the -violet eyes—becomes 
aware of her barbarity in a moment, and 
flies to fold the friendless fatherless little 
creature in her arms. 

“As if ’twas pour fault,” she murmurs, 
pressing her lips upon his curly head. 
“Poor lamb—poor, imhappy, deserted 
little child! O Tommy, he has left us- 
both—he has left us both—we will be all 
the world to one another P’ 

• . • • • • * • 

The mistress of Fen Court is very thought¬ 
ful for some days after this little episode, 
and only like herself by fits and' starts, 
though, strange to say, no one notices the 
change, except it be Oliver Balston. But 
our most intimate friends are often the last 
to read what is passing in our inmost minds. 
We are suffering perhaps so keenly that we 
scarcely dare to raise our eyes lest they 
should blurt out our secret, and Imagine 
every one we meet must read it written on 
oar brow in characters of fire; and yet 
those with whom we live go on consulting 
ns day after day -with reference to the 
weekly expenditure, or the servants’ pec¬ 
cadilloes, or the children’s spring dresses, 
as if, for the time being, such matters had 
not lost their significance for us almost as 
much as though we had passed beyond 
them. Xet it is not so -with strangers, un¬ 
less, indeed, we happen to be actors and 
actresses of the first rank. They meet ns, 
and observe to one another afterwards, 
“What is that man’s perplexity? What 
cause c<m that -woman have for weeping?”. 
And so Oliver Balston discovers that Irene 
is not so cheerful as before, and taxes her 
with it in his rough hearty way. 

“Dreaming again, Irene 1 Whatisup?” 

“ When you can explain to me, Oliver, 
how much is comprehended'in that mysti¬ 
cal term,perhaps 1 may be able to tell you.” 

“ You know what I mean. Why are you 
so down in the mouth F’ ' 

“The natural reaction after so much 
dissipation.” 


“ Fiddle-de-dee 1 -Bxcuse -my rudeness, 
but you know .^ddJs^de-dee is the only 
word to suit your explanation. -Serionaly, 
though, is it anything in which I can help 
you?” 

“ Hot at all, Oliver; thanks, alt the same 
—except, indeed, by not commenting upon 
what yon are pleased to call-my being 
‘ down in the mouth.’ ” 

“ But may I tell you to what I think It’s 
due?” 

“ Certainly, if you can—which I know 
you can’t.” 

“You are sorry you ever adopted that 
little brat Tommy ?” 

She grows scarlet. 

“ Indeed I’m noL What should- make 
you th i n k so ? Bhis your uncle been say¬ 
ing anything against him ?” 

“ He never mentions the subject to me. 
But I have seen you looking at the child 
scores of times lately, and I can read it in 
your face.” 

“Acute observer! but wrong, for once in 
his life. I wouldn’t part with Tommy for 
anything in the world.” 

“ Not if I found his relations for you?” 

“Hehas no relations,” hurriedly—“he 
belongs to me entirely—he will nbVer be 
taken away. But please let us talk of 
something else, Oliver. Have you seen Dr. 
Bobertson again?” 

“How artfully you change the subject! 
Yes, I- saw Bobertson this' morixlng, and 
it’s all but settled.” 

“ With Philip’s consent?” 

“ Certainly. He has come round to think 
it will be the best thing in the world for 
me. And so it will.- I have still sense 
enough to see that. There will not be 
much temptation for me to dissipate in 
Fenton. The only drawback is that I 
afraid T shall not get so much practice as I 
ought to have.” 

“O, never mind the practice! To lead 
a quiet life is the most important thing. 
And I promise you shall operate on me 
whenever occasion calls for it.” 

“What alh opening! Pll have both your 
legs off before tliq-^ year’s but.' But really, 
Irene, it will be‘'a:'grBat thfhg foFimerto 
live so near you.” 

“It will be perfectly dellghtfui;^fer, 
entre nous,-ffi'pugh' poor Isabella is' ex^me- 
ly good, she is*a' vdry stupid companion,' 
And you must coiiie oVer and dine vri£h‘ us 
everyday. Now, wont yon 
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“Aod leave Sobertson to look after his 
five parishes alone? I’m -afrald be vront 
<wnsent to that. But I most keep a hoise, 
and dare say I shall often be able to take 
Fen Conrt in my roxinds.” 

“Are you going to live with Dr. Bob- 
ertson?” . 

“ Ho; he has a wife and large family, so 
I should prefer not to do so. But I can 
have two rooms in a fatmhoose close by— 
very nice ones.?’ 

“And wewill furnish them for you; that 
will be charming. You have no idea how 
pretty I shall make them. I shall send you 
over table-linen, and crockery, and every¬ 
thing from the Court. We have much 
more than we can use. It will bo the 
greatest fun in the world getting your 
rooms ready.” 

“ You are much too good to me.” 

“And when' you have taken'possession 
you shall give a housewarming. Isabella 
and 1 will go over in the pony-chaise, and 
Tommy shall ride his donkey: (By-the- 
way, do you know.that Bve bought a don¬ 
key for Tommy, and he sticks bn. like a 
little brick ?’).:-here Irene interrupts Iier 
rapid delivery 'wit}i a deep-drawnm^i.' 

“ Why that sigh,' Irene ?” 

“What sigh?” 

“At Tommy’s name again. Ali, you 
can’t deceive me I AJI the low spirits of 
the last week are attributable to the exist¬ 
ence of that wretched child.” 

“How yon do tease me, Oliverl And 
it’s very rude to break off the conversation 
in that way. Where was I? O yes; the 
upshot, is that we’li ail go and have after¬ 
noon tea at your Fenton apartments—^that 
is, if you’ll have us.” 

“How can you doubt it? Only yonr 
proposals are so delightful. I’m afraid they 
are too good to come true. What -will 
Uncle Philip say to them?” 

“ Just what I do. Bat I will go and 
sound hintat once.” And off runs Irene 
in search of her husband. She finds Colo¬ 
nel Hortaunt in a beaming.hnmor, and 
everything goes right. He .conmdeis the 
o^ered appointment as good an opening as 
a .young man in Oliver’s position could ex¬ 
pect to obtain; acknowledges he should like 
to have him near Fen; CpniO; agrees heart¬ 
ily to every snggestiou.'with respect to fur¬ 
nishing, the apartmeBtb,-and:evenjuentians 
a certain strong hnitflng cob ncnvatanding 
in his stables as very dikely to be.his own 


particular contribution to his nephew’s 
new establishment. : 

“And sojiyon see, Oliver/ttufsall right,’” 
is Irene’s ■ comfortable conclusion as the- 
last danse has been discussed and provided’ 
for. And then follows' a merrier evening 
than they have spent for some days past; 
for Irene catches the infection of her hus¬ 
band’s good-humor and Oliver’s content, 
and miracnlonsly recovering her voice, 
which has been hara de combit for at least 
a week; sits np to a much ■ later hour than 
usual, singing snatches of old ballads that 
were famous before she was- bom, and in¬ 
terrupting herself every-second minnteto 
twist round on the music-stool and make 
some little harmless joke at the expense of 
Oliver’s fnttue menage. 

So they all go to bed pretty well tired 
out, and my heroine does not wake outit 
her accustomed hour on the following 
morning. The first thing of which she is 
conscious is that Colonel hfordaunt is al¬ 
ready np and dressed. * 

“ Why, Philip —" sitting up in bed and 
rubbing her sleepy eyes-^“is that really 
you? Have I overslept myself?” 

“I think not. It is only just eight. I 
rose rather earlier than usual.” 

“Why? Were you disturbed? or is 
there a meet to-day? By-the-way, Philip, 
were there carts in the night?” 

“ Carts, my darling?’ 

“Yes; scraping over the gravel. I fan¬ 
cied I heard them; or peihaps I dreamt it. 
I -was very sleepy. Are you going away?’ 

“ I shall be back in a minute,” says her 
husband, hastily; but several minutes 
elapse, ■ and he does not return, so Irene 
rises and proceeds to dress herself. She is 
just about to ring for Phoebe to assist in 
the completion of her toilet 'When she is 
attracted by a loud roar from somewhere 
below stairs. Tommy has evidently come 
to grief. 

“ O, they have let him fall and hurt him¬ 
self?’ she exclaims aloud, all the maternal 
solicitude with which her breast is laden 
springing into action directly a call is made 
upon it; “they have let the baby fall!” 
And rushes to the door. 

“ Phoebe ?’ There is no answer; but she 
fancies a slight bustle is going on in the 
hall, and hears, above the crying of the 
child, a confused and angry murmur, as of 
voices engaged in argument. ? ; ' 

" Phoebe, Phoebe, where are you? Bring 
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^I^tcr Tommy here T’ she exclaims agaioi 
as she leans over the banisters; and then a 
diversion is created .and a movement made 
in her direction, and Phoebe, with the boy 
still whimpering in her arms, and Colonel 
Uordaunt bringing up the rear, appears 
npon the st^rcase.- 

“ O, is he really hurt?” beipns Irene, 
anxiously, as she .perceives the guard of 
honor. 

“ My darling, there is nothing the mat¬ 
ter. Pray don’t distress yourself,” replies 
the colonel. 

“ Then why do you come up, too ? And 
how did it happen ? Did be fall down the 
kitchen stairs, Phoebe f Ton know I have 
strictly forbidden you to take him there.” 

“ He didn’t fall down the kitchen stalr.s, 
ma’am,” replies Phoebe, with a very 
pursed-up mouth. 

“How did you do it, darling?” demands 
Irene of the chiid, now safeiy in her arms. 

“Naughty ooman,” lisps Tommy, half 
disposed to cry afresh at the .mere recol¬ 
lection. 

“ My dear Irene, how absurd of you to 
question an infant of that age. As if' be 
couid possibly tell .aitytl^g that is to be 
depended on.” 

“ Why don’t you. tell me, then? How 
did it toppen, Phoebe ?” 

“Well, ma’am, 1 wasn’t exactly present 
at the time, because ! had gone to— 

“I consider I am; a far better person to 
explain matters than your maid, Irene,” 
interrupts the , colonel, rather testily. 
“..The fact is, the child was playing about 
where be has no business to be at rdl (but, 
really, you do indulge him to that; extent 
that it becomes dangerous even to suggest 
matters might be amended )—” 

“ Please go on; and let me hear how the 
accident occurred.” 

“ Well, he went into the dining-room 
when it was—was occupied—^and—and— 
when he was told to go, and would not 
obey (he is one of the most disobedient 
little animals I ever met), he was sent out. 
That’s all.” 

“fsentout! Did yon strike him, Philip?” 

“ p no, ma’am, ’twasn’t master?’ inter¬ 
poses Phoebe, quickly. 

“Who, then?” 

“ Naughty ooman,” explains Tommy. 

“ Who dared to do it?” repeats Irene. 

“ Well, my love. It’s really nothing to 
make such a fuss about; it’s not everybody 


that would think so much of giving a tire¬ 
some child a tap on the head as you do. 
And I dare say she neve^ thought tiiice of 
what she was doing.” 

“ Skel —she I Not Isabella, surely ?” 

“0 Lor, no ma’am I Miss Mordannt aint 
out of her room yet,” cries Phoebe. 

A thought smikes Irene. The mystery 
becomes clear. 

“ Has Qaekettretumedf^ And the change 
in her voice as she puts the 'question is so 
patent to her hearers Srat Colonel Mor- 
dauiit becomes quite alarmed for what may 
follow. 

“Tea, yes, dear, she has. Now you 
know all. But I am sure she didn’t mean 
to offend you. Phoebe, you had better go, 
and take the child with you.” 

But Irene folds the boy closer in her 
arms. 

“I can :do -without-you, Phoebe, but I 
shall keep Master Tommy.” And the bed¬ 
room door recloses on the seiyant only. 

“And so that woman has come back and 
dared to strike my child,” says Irene, as 
soon as they find themselves alone. 

“ Pooh, nonsense, my lovet Toter ehildl 
Do just think what you are Saying. And, 
as for daring, I consider that a very str^’ge 
term for you to use when speaking of any 
action from so old and valued a friend as 
Mrs. Quehett is to me, iowords so very 
recent an acquisition as ' that nameless 
protege of yours.” The colonel tries to 
speak With his usual'ease and' composure, 
but the attempt is a miserable failure. ’ 

“ She has dared to strike my child f’ re¬ 
peats his wife, with a heaving breast. ■ 

“ The boy refused to obey her, and she 
boxed his ears. It was a very natural thing 
to do.” 

“ It may bo very natural, but it shall net 
be repeated.”. 

“ Then you must teach the child to be 
more obedient.” ' ' 

“ I shall teadi hira-nothing for'fhat wo¬ 
man’s sake. Wheii dld she return?’ 

“ This morning,:at about six. She pre¬ 
fers travelling by the-nlght train.” 

“It appears to me that she prefers any 
mode of action by which she can best show 
off her insolence and the unusual position 
she has been permitted to attain here. She 
leaves ns without a moment’s warning in 
order to humor her own caprice, and-she 
retunu in the same manner, without the 
slightest consideration for our convenience. 
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A pretty way for a servant to go on In, 
truly.” 

“ Irene, I thought this rabject bad been 
discussed and done with.” 

“ 1 shall never have done with it whilst 
she remains here, and is permitted to be¬ 
have as she does. It is past all bearing.” 

“'Well, there is no chance of her leav¬ 
ing,” replies the iroor colonel, with a sigh; 
“ so the prospect is cheerful.” 

“ If her presence here is a necessary evil, 
I most hear it; bat she shall not interfere 
in my private affairs. Philip, I have home 
more from that woman than you know of, 
and I tell you candidly, were it not for 
your sake, I would not remain another mo¬ 
ment under the same roof with her. But, 
as she has really returned, for which I am 
Infinitely sorry—” 

“ Why, you did not imagine she was gone 
for good, sorely P' intermpts the colonel. 
“This is her home, and always has been.” 

“ But she might have died, or something, 
in the interim.” 

“ Irene, I am surprised to hear you speak 
in that str^n.” 

“ Bon’t he surprised at anything I say of 
that woman, nothing could be tod had 
for her. But of one thing I am deter¬ 
mined; she shtdl not strike this' child. 
And of that 1 shall make her aware on our 
first meeting.” * 

“ I advise you not to Quarrel -with her.” 
isball -not condescend to qnarrei. I 
shall simply‘give my -orders, and if she 
doesn’t choom to obeythein—” 

“■Whai^en?”' ' • 

“ 1 shtdi appeal to you.”. 

“And'lflampowerlessP’-' 

“■Why, then—bnt it 'will bb riiAe'eiidngh 
to decide what 1 shall do 'when-the' occa¬ 
sion for decision arTTves; SCanwhile, I 
shall speak my mind ■very plainly to Mrs. 
Qnekett.” 

“I advise you to keep good friends with 
her,” repeats the colonel, who appears to 
his -wife to have assumed quite a depressed 
and craven air since the night before. 
" She is an estimable woman in many re¬ 
spects, fiddifnl, honest, and to be depend¬ 
ed on; hut she makes a bitter enemy. It 
will be far wiser to have heron your side.” 

Irene’s lip curls in proud contempt. 

“Thank you, Philip; but I have been 
used to choose my ailies’from a class supe¬ 
rior to that of Mrs. Quekettr I have home 
with her patiently hitherto, but she has put 


me on my mettie now, and, if I die for it, 
sAs sAoil not strike fits cftiid again/” 

“OhnshP’ exclaims Colonel Mordannt, 
fearfully, as they issue on the landing to¬ 
gether (the little boy still clinging round 
Irene’s neck), and commence to descend 
the stmrcase, at the foot of which appears 
the housekeeper, proceeding in state to her 
own ^>artmeDt, and followed by a couple 
of men-servants hearing her boxes. 

“ I hope I see you well, Mrs. Kordaunt,” 
she says, with a smirk, as she encounters 
the coQpls about half way down. 

Colonel Hordaunt, who is as nervous as 
a woman, nndges Irene upon the elbow. 

“Mrs. Quekett speaks to you, my love.” 

“I heard her. 1 should think you might 
have given us some notice of your return, 
Quekett. It is rather unusual to take peo¬ 
ple by surprise ini this way.” 

’The tone in which she is spoken to makes 
Quekett flush up at once, and her voice 
changes-with her mood. - 

“I couldn’t have let you know before¬ 
hand,” she replies, rudely, “asXady Bald¬ 
win didn’t say till yesterday that she could 
dispense with me. And it’8^quite anew 
thing, into the-bargain, for me to hear that 
I’m to account for all my comings and go¬ 
ings to a family where P-ve lived-for^’ . 

“ Of coorse~of coarse,” intermpts the 
colonel, hurriedly. Ton mistake Mrs. 
Mordaont’s meaning, Quekett, altogether. 
Irene, my deu, breakfast is waiting, - Had 
we not better go down ?” 

He is terribly afraid of: what may. be 
coming, and has but one wish: to separate 
the combatants. ' Bnt-Irene’s enp of wrath 
is filled to the brim; and she stands her 
ground. WithTommycUngingtoherlrom 
pnre fear, she feels brave enough to say or 
do anything.” 

“ One moment, Philip. As you have re- 
tumed, Mrs. Qoekett, you and I had better 
understand each other. Tou struck this 
child this morning. Don’t do it again F’ 

“ DorCtdo-itagainP’ pants Mrs. Quekett. 

“ Don’t do it again,” repeats her mis¬ 
tress, calmly. “ I have adopted him; be is 
under my protection, and I will allow no 
one to correct him but myself.” 

“A pretty pass things is come to F’ ex- 
dahns the housekeeper, whose rage- at 
being rebuked before the footmen be¬ 
yond all description. “I wonder yon'ie 
not ashamed of yourself, colonel, to allow 
it. A dirty brat, belonging to the Lord 
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.^ows who, and coming from the lowest 
lot in Priestley, to be brought up here and 
.prinked out like a young gentlefolk and 
not a finger to be laid on him. Why, 
whafU the neighbors say? What do you 
expect the Tillage is saying at this very 
moment? Do you want a repetition of old 
times?” 

“Hush, QuekettI Pray be silent?’ 

“ O yes I it’s very easy to bid me hold my 
tongue, when I. come home to find the 
Court run over with bye-blows—” 

“ How dare you speak of this child in my 
presence bysuch a name?” exclaims Irene. 
“ Philip, will you permit such an insult to 
he offered, to your wife—and before your 
servants, too ?” 

** Ko,- no, my dear, of coarse not Que- 
kett, 1 must entreat you to pass on to your 
room. KeitUer you nor Hrs. Hordaunt are 
in a fit state to discuss this matter now.” 

“But remember, Mrs. QueketV’ adds 
Irene, “ that whatever you may Uiinky you 
shall not speak of Master Tommy in that 
■way again.” 

“Master Tommy, indeed?’ sneers the 
housekeeper. 

“ Yes, Master Tommy. Whoever he may 
he, wherever he has come! from, I have 
adopted him as my own* child, and I will 
have him treated as my own child.” 

“O, very well, ma’am, just as you 
please ?’ 

“ I am glad you see it in its proper light 
at last. Let me pass.” And with the hoy 
BtiU in her amis, Irene marches stateUly to 
the breakfast-room, whilst the. colonel, 
glad at any cost to see the interview come 
to an end,'follows, though with his spirits 
down at zero. 

As they leave her, Bebecca Quekett toms 
round upon the landing to gaze at the re^ 
treating form of the mistress of Feu Court 
with a look of unmistakable hatred. 

V Humph I To. be treated as her oum 
chUdf is he?” she says, maliciously aloud, 
so that the servants in attendance can over* 
hear her; “and he a nurse-child of that 
creature Cray’s, left unclaimed for any 
lady to.adopt; That’s a queer story, aint 
it?” she continues, appealing to one of the 
-men:beside her; “ and perhaps she aint so 
.far -wrong when she stands out for his be¬ 
ing-treated as her own. There’s lots more 
''things happen in this world than we’ve any 
'motion of. Well, you’d better get up with 
rthe boxes now, James. They’ve kept us 


on the landing long enough, Lord knows 

And 80 the worthy disappears into her 
own room, an I is lost to the view, at all 
events, of Irene for the remainder of the 
day. 

Colonel and Mrs. Mordaimt have a sharp 
little discussion on this subject during 
breakfast-time—quite the sharpest they 
have engaged in since their marriage; and 
though Irene will not yield one inch with 
regard to stooping to conciliate the house¬ 
keeper, she feels, at the termination of the 
meal, that she has been worsted in the 
fight. For the subject of her adoption of 
Tommy Brown has necessarily formed part 
of the argument, and her husband has gone 
so.far as to observe that if a child who is 
no relation to either of them is to bring 
discord into the house, he had better go. 
And here Irene recogziizes, for the first 
time, her impotence to keep him in opposi¬ 
tion to her husband’s wishes, and the 
knowledge silences her, even to makmg 
her reflect sadly whether she may'not ulti¬ 
mately (unless her protege is to be cast on 
the world again) be compelled, fo^.lw 
sake, to submit to Mrs. Quekett’s terms of 
peace; and the fear lowers Colonel Hot- 
. daunt in her eyes—with him lowers her^ 
self,, and rendere her morbidly depress^ 
She spends^all morning in the > shrub¬ 
bery, running about with Tommy, for she 
e^not st^d Isabella’s deprecating air and 
deep^rawn sighs; and here, after a while, 
Oliver copies .to.find her,.wlth bad 

news written on his coontehance. 

“ It’s all knocked bn the head, Irene. 1 
can’t close with-Bobertson.” 

“ Why not ? Has he changed his-mind ?” 

“On the contrary, I had a letter frem 
him this morning, be^ing for my final de¬ 
cision, as he is m need of immediate help r 
but my uncle has just had me into his 
study, and he says it’s no go.” 

“ Oliver, surely not on account. of 
Quekett?” 

“ Most surely yes, Irene. Fm as certain 
that old fiend is at the bottom of it as 1 am 
that I’m alive. Not tiiat Uncle Philip^ told 
me so. He bummed and hawed—^you 
know his way when that woman’s got him 
into a scrape—and said he had been think¬ 
ing the matter over, and looking at it from 
ail:points p£ view, and it seemed toliim 
now that it would be more prudent of me 
not to accept a trust I might not care to 
i-euuii.” 
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** But didu*t you tell him you do cure for 
it?’ 

“ Of courso I did, I said everytlxing I 
could thiuk of, but -without effect. The 
fact is, he doesn’t-wish me to stay here. I 
could take the appointment-irithont con¬ 
sulting him further! But I owe everything 
to him, Irene, and —” 

“O yes! Don’t go gainst his wishes. 
But perhaps he may change his mind again. 
Shall I speak to him?’ 

“ I wish you would.” 

“Well, look after Tommy, and ril go at 
once.” 

She finds her husband still in his study, 
apparently wrapt in thought, and dashes at 
the matter in hand in her own frank 
straightforward way. 

“Philip, why have you altered your 
mind abont Oliver going to Fenton ?’ 

“I hate altered it, my dear, and that 
should be sufficient.” 

“Not at ali, unless you have a good rea¬ 
son. It isn’t fair .” 

“I would rather not discuss the matter 
■frith you, Irene. We have had bickering 
enough for to-day.” 

“Need we bicker because we talk? This 
subject does not touch my interests so 
nearljas the other; but I think yon owe 
Oliver some ezplan^on of the change.” 

“ The ezplanatian is very simple. Upon 
consideration, I don’t think the plan a good 
one, or likely to prove-for his happiness or 

min p.” 

“And the consideration came through 
that woman Qnekett.” 

“ Why should yon think so ?’ 

“Because I know it O Philip, Philip?’ 
And Irene, kneeling down by his a rmchair , 
puts her head upon her husband’s knee 
and b^ins to cry. 

PDs tender affection is aroused at once. 

“My darling, why is this? Havelreally 
made you nnhappy?’ 

“Yes, you have. To see you so com¬ 
pletely under subjection to your own ser¬ 
vant; to know that she can sway you when 
IfaU; that her -wishes can make you act 
contrary to your o-wn good judgment as 
you are acting now—you, whom 1 looked up 
to as so strong and brave, and -worthy to 
c omman d all who came -within your range. 
It lowers you in my eyes; it makes you 
contemptible in the eyes of others, and-I 
cannot hear it?’ 

“For Heaven’s sake, Irene, spare me?’ 


He has grown very pale during the pro¬ 
gression of this speech, and now that it is 
ended, he takes out his handkerchief and 
passes it across his brow. 

“Spareyoni Why don’t you spare me 
from insult in the house- where you have 
made me mistress?’ 

“My darling, yon don’t understand. 
How I wish I could explain it to you I but 
I can’t. But several members of my fam¬ 
ily (my father for instance) have been 
laid, at different periods- of their lives, -un¬ 
der great obligations to Mrs. Qnekett. I 
acknowledge she is not always pleasant in 
her mann ers, and I regret to see she has 
not taken so kindiy to you as 1 should have 
■wished; but, notwithstanding, I could not 
feel-myself justified innotdoingallih my 
power to repay the debt I o-we her.” 

“And which I shoidd imagine she had 
cancelled a thousand times over by her in¬ 
solence. But why should poor Oliver suf¬ 
fer for your fathePs liabilities ?’ 

Colonel Mordaunt is silent. 

“Fenton is more than three miles from 
Fen Court. Surely his presence at that 
distance can have no infinence eni- Mrs. 
Quekett’s peace of mind.” 

“He would al-ways be over here, my 
dear.” 

“And so, because she objects to i^ your 
o-wn nephew is to be bardshed ^omyonr 
house. O Philipl I could hardly have be¬ 
lieved it of you.” 

“Pray, don’t make me more -unhappy 
abont it, Irene, than I am. Do you ftifak 
I don’t feel it also ?’ 

“Is thafrpossible?’ 

“I am suffering at this moment, farrUore 
than you, my child, or than Oliver either, 
for that matter.” 

“Poor Philip! I am so sorry fbr-you. 
Bnt is it quite, quite necessary that Oliver 
should go?’ 

“It is‘quite, quite necessary.’ If he did 
not go now, he would be combed to do so 
in a few months, md perhaps under cir¬ 
cumstances most -unpleasant for us all. 
And yet I sometimes tblnlTj if i could 
trust you, Irene—” 

“You may trust me, Philip, and to any 
extent.” 

“I believe it, my darling—but no, no, it 
cannot be 1 Don’t ask me again. Ordy go 
to poor Oliver, and tell him that I -will hold 
myself responsible forany expenses he may 
irreur, in the way of prendnm or outfit, in 
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P2t)curmg anoth^ appointment, on the 
condition that it is not in this county—any¬ 
where, in fact, but near here.’t 

“And you wont trust me, then?” she 
says, with a reproachful air, as she pre¬ 
pares to leave him. 

“ I cannot—dare not. Yes, dearest, I 
will.” And with that he rises suddenly, 
and stands before her, and takes her two 
hands in his own, “ Irene, when you gave 
yom- dear self to me at the altar, did you 
not promise to honor me ?” 

“Amd I have honored you, Philip.” 

“I believe it; and I trust you to honor 
me sUlI, notwithstanding that I am imable 
to ^plain ail that you wish to know.” 

.“But secrets are so horrid between-hus¬ 
bands and wives,” she says, pouting, with 
true feminine cmriosity; “ and it is so hard 
to forgive what one understands nothing 
about.” 

“ Have you never kept a secret from me, 
then, Irene ?” 

He is alluding to the possible name of 
her former lover, and the circumstances of 
their intiinacy, which have never been 
confided to him; But her thonghts fly im¬ 
mediately to her adopted child and-the 
knowledge she possesses of his parentage; 
and under her husband’s steady gaze she 
-iMCoines crimson to the.very parting of her 
^ir. 

“O, very well,” she answers, with a 
light laugh; “don’t let us^say.any more 
ahout^it,.since taUdng wont inend matters. 
Only I trust my confidence in yom:-int<^;ri- 
ty, Philip, is not supposed to extend to 
holding put the right hand of fellpwship to 
l^^ekett,’’ 

But Colonel Mordaunt appears to -have 
forgotten the root of the subject in ques- 
■ tioh.. He is still holding her hands, :and 
looking fixedly at her doa-ucast eyes and 
woridng features. 

, ,“My query sepms to have affected you, 
Irene?” 

It would affect any one, I should think, 

to Ite stared at as you are staring at me. 
But this is child’s play, Philip. What is it 
you want me to do?” 

“ Only to believe in me as I believe in 
you.” 

“ That would be easy if believing in you 
did not involve believing in Airs. Quetett 
also. However, I will leave the woman to 
go her way, if she will leave me to go 
mine. Is that a bargain?” 


“ I suppose you are alluding to the child; 
she has not interfered in anything else.” 

“ I. am. You gave me - permission to 
adopt and bring him up. Will you make 
this fact clear to your housekeeper, and tell 
her, at the same time, that my forbearance 
depends entirely upon her own.” 

“ Then you sign a treaty of peace with 
her?” 

“ Under those conditions, and for your 
sake, yes. I feel myself degraded to enter 
upon any terms with a dependent; but, 
since it is for your comfort, -1 concede. 
Only it must be kept as religiously on her 
side as mine. And now I trust we have 
heard the last of so contemptible a busi¬ 
ness.” 

Colonel Alordaunt sighs and turns away. 

“You are not yet satisfied, Philip. What, 
in Heaven’s name, would you have me do 
more?” 

“nothing, my dear, nothing. Indeed I 
do not see what else there is to be done. 
Only, pray remember what I said to you 
this morning, and do not irritate her more 
than you can help.” 

“I shall never speak to—or notice her?’ 
replies. Irene; and here, feeling that all 
that; can be said has; been said upon the 
subject, she leaves the study to communi¬ 
cate the upshot of the interview to Oliver. 

Colonel- Uordaunt, left to himself, looks 
more t^ughtful than before. .He has 
courted the information that his wife has 
not laid her whole heart bare to him, and 
yet now he feels miserable because she nog 
put the sign-manual of silence on 'afact 
which he knew to be such.- . Airs. Qnekett, 
Oliver Balston, the child, everything which 
has worried him hitherto,; passes from his 
mind to give place to .the curiosity with 
which he longs to discover how much of 
her former, life Irene has kept back from 
him. He remembers vividly all she said to 
him at Brussels, and in the little sitting- 
room at Norwood, on the subject of her 
disappointment; but he was so eager in the 
chase at that; time—so anxioos to secure 
her for himself at any cost—that he didnot 
choose to believe what she asserted to be 
true—that the. best part of her life was 
over. Yet had not the sequel proveif him 
to be in the right ? For the six months she 
has been his her spirits have gone on grad¬ 
ually improving day by day. Indeed, a 
few weeks ago she was buoyant—radiant— 
running over with fim; and, if they have 
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commenced to flag again, it hae only been 
since— 

Since when? 

Since the arriTal of Tommy Brown 
among them! As Colonel‘ Mo'rdannt’s 
thoughts, travelling backward and taking 
notes by the way, ii^t oh this fact, he 
rises from his seat, and walks aimlessly 
about the room. 

“D—n that childT’ he says, without the 
least reserve; “I wish to Heaven we had 
never seen or heard of him.” 

And then he goes ont to his stables and 
kennel, and trios to forget aH about it; but 
the idea haunts him, nevertheless, and 
often after that day Irene, glancing up 
sudde^y, finds him studying' her face, 
with an earnestness, not altogether bom of 
affection, which puzzle's while it wounds 
her. 

Mrs. Mordaunt, in desiring her husband 
to Inform Mrs. Quekett that peace between 
them can only be maintained at the cost of 
all communicatioii, 'has entered into the 
worst pact with the housekeeper she could 
possibly have made. For Bebecca Quekett 
is a woman to be conciliated, not to be 
dared. She hashergood points (ho human 
creature is without) and her weafc'points; 
and were Irene politic enough to draw out 
the one or tfadeupoh the other, she might 
tra what promises to be a formidable en¬ 
emy into'a harmless, if not a'double 
fHend. But she is too spirited and too 
frank to profess'to be what she is not; and 
BO, from the hour that Colonel Mordaunt 
timidly armonnees his wife’s determination 
to his housekeeper; the fature of the for¬ 
mer is rmdermined. Mrs. Quekett does not 
lay any plans for attack; She gives verrt to 
- no feelings of animosity, nordoes she, at 
least openly, break the truce; but she re¬ 
members and she waits, and Mrs. Quekett 
does not remember and wait for—nothing. 

The months go by. Oliver Balston 'bas 
procured emplojTuent with another country 
practitioner, somewhere down in Devon, 
and is workihg steadily. Tommy has passed 
his third birthday, and rmder the tuitibn of 
his adopted mother, is becoming quite a 
civilized little being, who has learned the 
use of a pockethandkerohief, and speaks 
almost as well as she does. Colo¬ 
nel Mordaunt, as kind as ever to his wife, 
though perhaps a little more sober bn dis¬ 
playing his afEection for her—a fact which 
Irene never discovers—finds that'the hunt¬ 


ing season is over, and wonders how he 
shall amuse hirnself for the next six 
months; Isabella is as quiet, and timid, 
and reserved, and melancholy as ever; and 
Mre. Quekett still keeps the peace. 

Hot that she never meets her mistress 
face to fac6-“that wotrld, be impossible in 
a place like Fen Court—but a quiet “good- 
rhonririg” or “good-night” in passing, a 
curtsey on her side, and an inclination of 
Irene’s head upon the othei>-is all the 
co mmuni cation that takes place between 
them; and, as far as my heroine can dis¬ 
cover, Mrs. Quekett has never again dared 
to correct Tommy, although the child’s 
aversion for her, and terror of going near 
any rooin which she occupies, seem as 
thoii^ she had taken some memis of let¬ 
ting Mui understand what he bias to expect 
if he ventures to presume on her forbear¬ 
ance. ‘X'et thbu^ outwar^y there is 
peace, Irene has many an inward heart¬ 
ache. The subsidence of her husband’s 
first adqration (which would have bMu 
qulcHy noticed by a woman in love with 
hto) 'gives' her no uneasinesL On the con¬ 
trary, had she observed and questioned her 
Own ^e^ bn'lie subject, she would have 
confessed the chahge.wasarelief to her. 
But there is something between them, be¬ 
yond that—an uhbefinable something, 
which can be feit, if not explained. It is 
the cold cloud of Beserve. There is Ulot 
between the husband and vrife which they 
dare hot speak of, because they know they 
crnihot agree upon the subject; and Beserve 
feeds upon itself, and grows by what it 
feeds bn. ' 

The heart has many littie chambers, and 
it is difficult to keep one door clbsed and 
throw open all the others. And so, imper¬ 
ceptibly, they drift a little further and 
further apart from one another every day. 
Irene has no object in life apparently but 
the education of the child—Colonel Mor- 
daunt 'none but the care of his kennel and 
his stables. Irene is kinder to the horses 
and dogs than he is to Tommy. She often 
accompanies him on his rounds to stroke, 
and fondle, and admire the noble animals, 
but he seldom or ever throws a kind word 
to the boy. 

Indeed Tommy is almost as afraid of Min 
as he is of Mrs. Quekett. Colonel Mor¬ 
daunt, at all events, comes second in his 
list of “togiesf’ and somettmes Irene 
feels so disheaftehed,' she alnmst wishes 
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she had never seen the child. But the re¬ 
membrance of her promise to ^mother 
(whom she has grown to pity far .more than 
herself)'will sbon recall her to'a sense of 
pleasure in her duty. But she is no longer 
so happy as she was at first. The gloss'has 
worn off the new life-change has ceased 
to he change—and sometimes an awful 
sense of regret smites her, and makes her 
hate herself for her ingratitude. But we 
cannot force ourselves to be happy; and 
the erttreme dullness of Priestley does not 
contribute to make her shake off a feeling 
of which she is ashamed. 

Heanwhiie, the bleak cold spring creeps 
on, and loses itself in April. 

One morning, as they are all seated at 
the breakfast-table. Colonel Mordaunt has 
a large and important-looking envelop put 
into his hand; and his correspondence in 
general being by no means im^rtant, its 
appearance attracts attention. 

*‘An invitation, I should imagine,’* re¬ 
marks Irene, as she looks up from butter¬ 
ing Tommy’s fourth round of bread. 

“ Wait a moment, my dear, and we shall 
see. Yes, exactly so; and a very proper 
attention for them to pay hiin. P shall 
have the greatest pleasure in complying 
■with their wishes.** 

“■What wishes, Philip? (No, Tommy, 
no jam this morning I)” 

■“That 1 shall'be one of the stewards. It 
Mems that our new, member, Mr. Holmes, 
is about to visit Glottonhury, and the peo¬ 
ple are desirous to -welcome hiin vrith a 
dlrmer and a ball in the to-wn hall.' And a 
very happy thought, too. The festivities 
wiU please aU classes;—give employment 
to the poor, and amusement to the rich;— 
and the ladies of Glottonhury that cannot 
appear at the dirmer will grace the ball. 
An extremely happy thought. I wonder 
who originated it.” 

“A public dinner and ball, I suppose ?” 

“Generally so—but they will send us 
tickets. Of course, my dear, you will 
go?” • 

“ To the ball? O, indeed, I would rather 
not. I have not danced for ages,” 

“There is no need to dance, if yon will 
only put in an appearance. As tlie wife of 
a man holding so important a position in 
the county as myself, and one of the stew¬ 
ards of the dinner, I think it become your 
duty to be present, if you can.”.. 

“ Areiy well, I have no objection. I sup¬ 


pose one of my last year’s dresses will do 
for Glottonhury. But really, I feel as 
though I should be quite out of my ele¬ 
ment. 'Who will be there?” ' 

“Host of the county people, I conclude 
—the Grimstones and Batcherley’s, and Sir 
John Cootes’s party, and Lord Denham 
and the Ifowbrays. Sir John and Mr. 
Batcherley are down upon the list of stew¬ 
ards, I see. I am gratified at their includ¬ 
ing my liame. Then there will be a large 
party of Mr. Holmes’s friends from, town, 
and among them Lord Muiraveii, Isn’t 
that a member of the family your aunt, 
Mrs. Cavendish, was so fond of talking 
about?” 

But to this question Colonel Murdaunt 
receives no answer. Presently he looks 
across the table to where his -wife is tracing 
fancy patterns with a fork upon the cloth, 
and thinks that she looks very pale. 

“Do the Cavendishes know Lord Muir- 
aven?” 

“ 1 believe Mary met him once at aball.” 

“ Do you know him?” 

“No?’ 

“ Then what the deuce was your aunt 
always m a kin g such a row about him for?” 

“ I don’t know.” 

“Aren’t you well ?” 

“Perfwtly, thank you. When is this 
to talm place ?” 

“liext Tuesday-week. ItisshortnoUce; 
but Mr. Holmes’s visit is unexpected. He 
seems to have made his way. in the county 
wonderfully.” 

“ Is he a young man ?” 

“ TWrty or thereabouts. I saw him at 
the election. He has a pleasant -voice and 
mann er, but is no beauty. He and Lord 
Muiraven and a Mr. Norton are to be the 
guests of Sir John Cootes,” 

“Are any other strangers coming vrith 
them?” . 

“ I don’t know. My letter is from Hud¬ 
dleston. He doesn’t mention it.” 

“I -wish you would find out.” 

“IVhy?” 

“ Because it -will make a great difference 
in the evening’s enjoyment. One doesn’t 
care to be dependent on the tradesmen of 
Glottonhury for partners.” 

“ I thought you didn’t mean to dance.” 

“ No more do I—at present But there 
is no knowing what one might not be 
tempted to. Anyway, find out for me, 
Philip.” . ■ - 
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“ What friends Mr. Holmes brings with 
him?*' ■ 

“Exactly so. Will you?’’ 

“ I cannot understand what interest the 
matter can possibly have for you, my 
dear.” 

“ O, never mind it then. Have you quite 
finished, Tommy? Then come along and 
order the dinner with mamma.” And, 
with the child in her hand, Irene leaves 
the room. Colonel Mordaunt looks after 
her suspiciously. “Who on earth can she 
be expecting to come down fiom London 
to thia ball ?” He is beginning to be sus* 
picious about very little things now-a-days. 
and he alludes to the subject in an irritable 
sort of manner two or three times during 
the forenoon, until he puts Irene out. 

“ Look here, Philip. I would rather not 
go to this ball at alL X have no inclina¬ 
tion for it, and the preparations will prob¬ 
ably involve a great deal of trouble. Please 
let me stay at home.” 

** Indeed I cannot hear of it. Ton must 
go, and look your best. As my wife, it 
will be expected of you, Irene.” 

“To be jostled by a crowd of trades¬ 
people T’ she murmurs. “I hate a public 
ball at any time, but an election ball must 
be the worst of alL” 

I don’t see that. The rooms are large, 
and the arrangements will be conducted on 
the most liberal scale. All you will have 
to do will be to lookpretty, and enjoy your¬ 
self; and the first is never difficult to you, 
my darling.” 

“Well, I suppose I sli^I have to go after 
that, Philip. Only I . don’t consent till I 
have seen a list of the expected guests 
from town.” 

“Why this anxiety about a pack of 
strangers?” exclaims Colonel Mordaunt, 
pettislily. But he procures the list, never¬ 
theless. It contains but one name with 
which she is in the least familiar—that of 
Lord Muiraven. 

“And these are really all*?” she says, as 
she peruses it. 

“Beally all! There are at least twenty. 
Are they sufficient to satisfy your lady¬ 
ship?”. 

“ Quite P’ mth a deep-drawn sigh. ** I 
will not worry you any more about it, 
Philip. I will go to the ball.” 

« * , * * * « . « 

On the evening in question, however, 
uhe is not looking her best; and, as Phcebe 


arrays her in one of her dresses of the past 
season, she is amazed to find how much 
her mistress has fallen away about the 
neck and shoulders, and how broad a tuck¬ 
er she is obliged to insert in order to reme-. 
dy the evil. But Irene appears blissfully 
indifierent as to what effect she may pro¬ 
duce, and is only anxious to go to the ball 
and to come back again, and to have it all 
over. She is terribly nervous of encoim- 
tering Lord Muiraveu (although, from the 
descriptions of Mary Cavendish, she knows 
he cannot in any way resemble his younger 
brother), and yet she dares not forbid her 
husband to introduce him, for fear of pro¬ 
voking an inquiry on the reason of her re¬ 
quest. She arrives at the Glottoubury 
town hall, in company with Sheila, at 
about ten o’clock; and Colonel Mordaunt, 
as one of the masters of the ceremonies, 
meets her at the eutrauce. 

“Axe you still determined not to dance ?” 
he says, as he leads her to a seat. 

** Quite so. Pray don’t introduce any 
one. I feel tired already.” 

He glances at her.« 

Toil do look both pale and tired. 
Well, here is a comfortable sofa for you. 
P^haps you will feel better by-and-by. I 
must go now and receive the rest of the 
company.” 

“Tes! pray don’t mind me. - I shall 
amuse myself sitting here and watching 
the dancers. O Philip,” her eyes glisten¬ 
ing with appieciative delight, “ do look at 
that green headdress with the bird of par^ 
adise seated on a nest of roses P’ 

*‘You wicked child I you are always ' 
making fuu of some one. How I wish I 
could stay with you! but I most go. I 
sb^ look you up'again very soon.” 

He disappears among the crowd, as he 
speaks, and Irene is left by herself, Isabella 
(to whom anything like a passing jest on 
the costume of a feliow-Chiistian appears 
quite in the light of a sin) having walked 
off to the other side of the room. Por a 
while she is sufficiently aidused by watch¬ 
ing the. company, aud inwardly smiling at 
their little eccentricities of dress or man¬ 
ner, their fiirtations, and evident curiosity 
respecting herself. But this sort of euter- 
tainment soon pails, and then she begins 
to question why she cannot feel as happy 
as^ey appear to be; and her thoughts 
wander over her past life, and she sinks 
into a leverie, during which the lights and 
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floweis, the dancers and the music, are 
lost or disappear;' and ■virtually she is 
alone. How long she sits there, motion¬ 
less and silent, she 'cannot afterwards ac¬ 
count for; hilt the sound that rouses her 
from her dream and brings her back to 
earth again is the voice of Colonel Hor- 
daunt. 

“ My dear,” he is saying, “ I have found 
a companion for you who is as lazy as 


yourself. Allow me to introduce to you 
Lord Muiravenl” 

At that name she starts, flushes, and 
looks up. But, as her eyes are raised, all 
the color dies out of her face, and leaves it 
of a ghastly white. For the man whom 
her husband has introduced to her as Iiord 
Muiraven is—^Bnic KeibI 

{to EE COSmitJEI).] 
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CHAPTER X. 

“O, "WHY did you ever come, here?” is 
the first wailing reproach with which she 
receives his words. 

“Because I could not help it! Much as 
I have suffered since we parted, I would 
not, knowing how lame any explanation I 
can make to you must be, have sought you 
willfully; but when the opportimity was 
pressed upon me I could not resist it, and 
I am here, and you must listen while I 
speak.” 

“I need no explanation.^’ she says, 
proudly. 

“Then you are not the woman that I 
took you for. You are not the woman who 
once vowed to be my friend and counsellor. 
Friends do not condemn their friends un¬ 
heard, Irene.” 

“You must not call me by that name,” 
she falters. 

“ I must, and will! for as we stand to¬ 
gether now, I know you by no other. But 
do not b4 afraid that I shall say one word 
that you need bla!me me for. It is not a 
man who 'speaks to you! It is a fellow-soul 
calling ori you for God’s sake to lay aside 
for one moment all the hard thbu^ts’ you 
may have cherished of him, and let him 
say what he can say for himself T ’ 

“Go' oh,” she whispere; but she turns 
her face away, and, stooping to gather sum- 
dry flowers that grow near, weaves them, 
with trembling fingers, into a little sorb of 
tuft. 

It is after breakfast, and they are stand¬ 
ing in front of Fen Court watching Tommy 
play upon the lawnl As the last words' 
leave Irene’s lips, Colonel IMbrdaunt, 
mounted on his favorite hunter, comes 
riding towards them from the stales;. 

“Halloo, Muifaven! I tho ugh t. ynn were 
going over to Chester Farm with mei t^s 
morning to see that greyhound litter. My 
man thinks^ we.atudl be able to spare you.a 
coupU, if you.take a fancy to the pups.’*^ 

“You’re very good, colonel! .1 should 
like to go, by all means, but wont you give 
me half an hour’s grace after breakfast? 


If I had a quarter your constitution, I 
wouldn’t ask for it.” 

The colonel pretends to laugh at the- 
idea, but he secretly enjoys it. 

“And you a bachelor, without a care to- 
interfere with your digestion! Wait till 
you’re married, my lord T’ 

“That’s complimentary to me,” says 
Irene, who is plucking up spirit with the 
want of notice accorded to her. And then 
she turns round suddenly, and goes up to 
her husband’s side and fastens the little 
bouquet she has made into his buttonhole.. 

The small attention pleases him; he feels: 
as though the sun had suddenly come out- 
from behind a cloud, and with his disen¬ 
gaged hand, he squeezes the fingers busied, 
with his adornment. 

“Thank you, my darling?’ he says,, 
fervently. 

At that Irene does, what she so seldom 
does before another, puts up her lips to kiss- 
her husband. 

“Don’t be away long,” she says, as she 
embraces him. 

Muiraven hears the sentence with a sigh,, 
and watches the action with a frown; he 
knows so well what they are intended to 
convey—that, whatever this woman may 
still think or feel, he must be loyal to her 
husband, or she will not listen to him. 

. “ I shall be back within the hour, dear,”" 
replies Colonel Mordaunt. “ I have only 
to ride down to the Long Close and see 
about the draining there, and then perhaps 
you will be ready to accompany me to- 
Chester Farm, Muiraven.” 

“ I shall'be ready by that time,” replies^ 
the guest with careless brevity^ as he 
switches off a bunch of lilac with his cane. 

He never intended to say more to Irene 
than it would be right for her to hear; 
there was no need of that kiss to remind 
him of his ^ty—it has galled him; and as- 
soon as Colonel Mordaunt’s back is turned 
he lets her-know it. 

She is waUdung the retreating hotseland 
rider, more'from-nei^usness at the com¬ 
ing explanation thaii‘r^%t ^^erliiia- 
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l)and’s departure, ^rlieu Muiraven’s voice 
rounds ill her ear again. 

“If you can spare one moment from 
your matrimonial rhapsodies, Mrs. Mor- 
•dauntf perhaps you will fulfil the promise 
you made just now, and listen to what I 
liave to say.*^ 

The sarcastic tone, so unseemly in their 
Telative positions, rouses her to a sense of 
her own dignity and makes her brave. 

“Lord Muiraven, you took me so much 
hy surprise that I hardly knew what to an¬ 
swer. I cannot believe that any esplana- 
lion can alter matters as they now stand 
“between you and me, nor do I see the ne¬ 
cessity of one. But if you are still desir- 
COR of speaking to me, I am ready, as I 
^d before, to listen to yon. Shall we go 
indoors, or re mai n here ?” 

“Come into the shrubbery,*’ he says, 
•earnestly; and into the shrubbery they go. 

"When they arrive there, they pace up 
aud down the winding pathway more than 
once, in utter silence. 

“Please say what yon have to say T* she 
pleads at last. 

“ Iwill! Irene, when your mother spoke 
to me that day in the library at Brook St, 
1 felt as though a thunderbolt had fallen at 
my feet!’ 

“ O, why allude to that ? It is all passed 
and done with. Who cared about it ?” 

“Tottdid—and so did I. It nearly broke 
my heart, and yet I was powerless to act in 
any other manner.” 

“ Then why speak about it ? I wish that 
you would not.” 

I jauat speak about it, even at the risk 
of tearing open my own wounds and yours. 
Ton see how coolly I take it for granted 
that you cared for me, Irene.’’ 

“Tour wounds?” 

“Yes, mine! Crood heavens, do you 
suppose that any obstacle short of insuper¬ 
able would have made me act as I was 
forced to do ? Do you believe that l didn’t 
love you with all my. heart and soul ?” 

She does not answer him, but draws a 
deep long si^ of gratitude. Some of the 
black cloud that has darkened her exist¬ 
ence is cleared away already; EricKeir 
loved Tier, 

“If I had but known itf’ she says at 
length. 

“Would it have made you happier?” 

“Icould have borne what followed by 
myself,” she answers, simply. 


Then a li^t breaks in upon Muiraven, 
and he sees what he has done. He under¬ 
stands that this girl has entered upon mar¬ 
riage to save her from the apathy that suc¬ 
ceeds despair. 

“ God forgive me P’ he cries aloud. “ O 
Irene I I dared not tell you—^I dared not 
tell it to myself until your mother crushed 
me with her inquiries, and I had no alter- 
natiye but to preserve a houndish silence 
and to leave the house that held everything 
that was dearest to me in the world. My 
crime—^my madness was to linger near you 
for so long—when I knew a barrier was 
raised between us that even time itself 
might never have the power to puli down. 
But I did not know my danger, Irene, far 
less could I guess yours; exonerate me so 
far, if you can. 1 was so lonely at that pe¬ 
riod of my life—so much in need of sympa¬ 
thy and counsel—and the friendship you 
accorded to me was so sweet, I was wicked 
enough never to stop to consider what the 
consequences of the intercourse might be 
to both of us. O Irene! I will never again 
insult you by asking you to be my friend, 
but say that you will try to forgive me for 
the wrong I did you, and to think less 
hardly of me than you do.” 

“The barrier!” she murmurs. Her 
voice is full of tears, and she dares not 
trust herself to say another word. 

“ I will tell you all 1 can. ; I will tcU you 
more than I have ever told to any other 
human meature on riie subject. When I 
was very young—long before I met you—^I 
got myself into a dreadful scrape; so great 
a scrape that I did not dare—^and never 
have dared yet—^to tell my father of it; and 
this scrape involved consequences that ut¬ 
terly precluded^and preclude still—-my 
ever thinking of marriage.” 

“But—but I thought I heard—a rumor 
reached us two years ago that you were en¬ 
gaged to a Mis s Bobertson.” 

“Nothing,but mmor, Irene. Your in¬ 
formant must have meant my brother 
Cecil, who is. to marry Harriet Robdrtson 
ne^ month, But to return to ourselves. I 
kiM>w my exidanation is a very unsatisfac¬ 
tory one, and tlmt I am i^snmptuoos to 
hope yon may accept it. But I cannot help 
making it. Will you trust me so far as to 
believe I speak the truth ?” 

“ I do believe it P’ 

** Thank you, a thousand times. O, if 
you knew the load your words had lifted 
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off my breast I Had I f oUo'wed the dictatee 
of prudence, and of what the world calls 
propriety, I should hare sneaked away 
whenever I heard your name mentioned, 
and died, as I have lived, under the ban of 
your contempt. But I was determined, as 
soon as ever fate sent me the opportunity, 
to try and clear myself in your eyes. It is 
very little I can say. I can only throw 
myself on your compassion, and ask you to 
believe me, when I swear that I never 
loved any woman as I loved you; and that 
had it been in my power to marry you, I 
should have spared no pains to make you 
love me in return.** 

“I do believe you,** she repeats again. 
He stopSj and she stops, and he confronts 
her on the shrubbery path. 

You believe—as surely as though I 
were yourself—that there exists a fatal and 
insurmountable obstacle to my marrying 
any one ?** 

“ I do—since yon assure me it is so !** 
“And that, had that obstacle not existed, 
I would have sought you, so long as you 
were single, through all the world, in order 
to persuade you to become my wife?** 

“ Since you a6irm it—yes P* 

• “And that when I asked for yoiir friend¬ 
ship and affection, it was with no base in¬ 
tention to deceive or trifle with your love,- 
but because my own yearning to be asso¬ 
ciated with you was so deep that I grate¬ 
fully gathered up the least crnmb of conso¬ 
lation without considering what the issue 
might bring to us ?** 

“IdoP* 

“ O Irene, if I had hut known all this 
before!**- 

“ It was impossible that you could know 
it It is an adverse fate that has divided 
us. Be content to learn it now.** 

“I am content—and deeply grateful fOr 
your trust But, wlUi your trust, shall I 
regain your friendsbipy* ■ - 

She hardly kriow what to answer to 
this questiort. Stei fe glowing with the ex¬ 
citement of his^ire^lations, but sober' 
enough to be av^are that such a friend^p 
as they once iH-omised one- another, can 
never exist between-them-in their neW 
relations. -*■ 

- “ Lord-MuiravenP*—she commenc^.^-- 
“ O do not call^me bythatnamel-Fr^Tiiy 
as it brings back to me my broAerisdeith, 
itlsliatefal upon all oecaisi^is' and i&b're 
than evCT from your Ups,” 


“I mUst not call you otherwise,’* she 
answers, quickly. “ You have been very 
frank with me, and I will be the same with 
you. I will acknowledge that your con¬ 
duct—your supposed indifference—^’* 

“ My indifference—O Irene P* 

“-has been the cause, at times, of 

great pain to me, and that to hear you clear 
yourself is comfort; and if I were still sin¬ 
gle, I might say, let us renew the friend¬ 
ship which was so rudely broken; but I am 
married, Lord Muiraven, and what we 
promised to be to one another in those old 
days we can never be now!” 

Lord Muiraven receives this announce¬ 
ment with a deep groan. 

“ I am sure you will see the justice of my 
remark,** she goes on, presently. “The 
counsel, and advice, and sympathy which 
were to form that bond, and which, more 
often than not, involve fidelity, might not 
be pleasant to my husband, and—prom¬ 
ised to be frank with you—^I love my hus¬ 
band, Lord Muiraven.” 

“Youdof** he says, incredulously. 

“ I do indeed! Xot in the way, perhaps, 
you think of love, but, anyway, too much 
to engage in anything that might distress¬ 
or wrong him. And you know that a man 
of his age might well be unhappy ;and sus¬ 
picious at his wife having' a young and 
close friend like yourself. So that any¬ 
thing more than good companionship is 
utterly denied to us.” 

“ The d—P* says Muiraven, under his 
breath. 

“Hush! don*t speak of it so lightly. 
You know well what I mean. My husband 
married me when most people would hard¬ 
ly have thought I should have made a 
pleasant wife, and—** 

“O say you love me still F* he interposes, 
eagerly, guessing ait the reason of her 
doubt. 

^e> turns her«alm sad eyes on him in 
silence, and the rebuke is sufficient; he. 
permits her to proceed. ' . 

“ through aH my indifference and 
depression, and often, l.am afraid, my ill- 
temper (for 1 have not been half grateful 
tobhn^for his kindne^), he has been so- 
patient, and attentive, and affectionate,, 
that I never could forget 'it—if. I .would. 
And therefore it is that I cannot give you. 
back my friendship; Lord Muiraven. My 
sympathy will always be yours; but friend¬ 
ship includes-'confldence, and I am sure- 
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that confidence between me and any other 
man wonld give my husband pain.” 

** Is a married woman never to have any 
male friends, then?” he says, discontent¬ 
edly. 

“I am not called upon to decide for 
other women. Some, unfortunately, have 
no friends in their husbands, and they 
must judge for themselves; but my hus¬ 
band was my best friend when—^when I 
really seemed to be without one in the 
world, and I feel bound to return his good¬ 
ness where I can.” 

**A11 right, then! I conclude every¬ 
thing’s over between us. I am sorry I 
spoke”—in a voice of the direst offence. 

“O Eric, don’t break my heart.'” she 
cries, involuntarily. 

“Break your heart, when 1 would lay 
down my life to save yon from a moment's 
pain!-Irene! I am the most miserable 
man on God’s earth. By one fatal mistake 
I wrecked all my hopes of happiness; and 
now you consider me unworthy even of the 
notice you accord ■ to the commonest of 
your acqn^tances.” 

“r never said that. I shall always think 
of yon,-and treat yon as a-friend; but, un¬ 
der the'circumstances;-don’t you agree 
with me that there might be danger in a 
closer Intimacy?” 

“Would there be danger?” he says, joy- 
Mly. 

Alas for the -weakness of hnman mature! 
He has just declared that he could lay 
do-wn his life to save her from a moment’s 
pain; and yet it thrills him through with 
happiness'to find that she fears lest nearer 
intercourse might bring wretchedness for 
both of them; and he would consent to 
the nearer intercourse, and the prospect of 
-wretchedness, -with the greatest alacrity, 

and believe firmly that he loves her through 
it all I Ajas for human nature 1 - Blind, 
weak, -wavering and selfish. From the 
crown of its head to the sole of its foot, 
there is no whole part lu it! 

“Ittok r-willgo in now,” says Irene, 
without taking any apparent notice of his 
last remark.' “Ihave said all that I-can 
say to you. Lord Muirarven; and further 
conveipation on the subject would be use¬ 
less.' Totthave made mg’hiUchhajgHer by 
what you have told me to-day, for 1 have 
had a hard battle sometitnes since wO part¬ 
ed to reconcile your conduct -with the no¬ 
tion I had formed of you. I oniy wish you 


had spoken as frankly to my poor mother 
as you have done to me.” 

I should,' had hirs. St. John only given 
me the opportunity.” 

“ Never mind! It is a thing of the past, 
and perhaps she sees the reason of it now 
more clearly than I do. Thank you for 
telling me as much as you have. But we 
will not aUnde, please, to the subject 
again.” 

'‘Must I never speak to you of my 
troubles?” 

“ It is better not; and you need not fear 
I shall forget you or them. I have always 
prayed for you—I shall do so still.” 

“God bless yon, IreneF’ he says, be¬ 
neath his breath; and at the entrance of 
the shrubbery they part, he to go towards 
the stables, she towards the honsd. 

But she has not left his side one minute 

before a thought flashes across her mind_ 

a thought which never once presented it¬ 
self throughout the interview. 

“ The ehildl What of the ehildP’ 

» •' - » • - • • -* 

■What of the child, indeed! Is she to re¬ 
store him to the man who has reinstated 
himself in her good opinion; or does not 
the mere fact of his esistence render much, 
that Lord Muiraven has said to her in the 
shrubbery null and void? Is the word of 
the betrayer of Myra Cray a word to be 
trusted; or is it certain that Eric Heir was 
that betrayer? Between excitemerrt, and 
expectation, and doubt, and uncertainty, 
Irene becomes quite confused, and the first 
thing she does on reentering Fen Court is 
to take out the packet of letters, the ivory- 
backed prayer-book and the photograph, 
and to examine them carefully again. 
Somehow they do not seem so thoroughly 
convincihg to her as they did before. Lord 
Mniraven’s proper name-is certainly “Eric 
Hamilton,” but the notes are only signed 
“ E. H.,” and the name of Hamiltmi is very 
common. The initials may stand for Ed¬ 
ward Hamiltbir'-or Ernedt .-^femilton. It 
is rather poor evidence -'to condemn a man 
upon a couple - of initials; The handwrit¬ 
ing she conld ne-ver poslttveiy swear to, be¬ 
cause she has-never seen that of Lord 
Muiraven’s, except in answer to invitations, 
and these notes have'evidently been writ¬ 
ten-hurriedly. ''>’Iliey‘uiij^t be the letters 
of'an 3 rbody; she Will' think-nO more about 
them. But the photograph; faded as it is, 
is a more startling witness to his identity. 
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It is not flattering; cfxrtea-de-visites seldom 
are; it is too dark, and he is frowning, and 
his nose and chin are out of focus. Still, 
as she twists it about in the clear morning 
light, she cannot deny that it is like liiTn — 
or like what he may have been some years 
ago. Yet it seems hard to accuse a man of 
so serious a fault upon the evidence of a 
bit of cardboard! Irene would have twist¬ 
ed that photograph up and down and round¬ 
about until she had convinced herself that 
it was not the least like Lord hfuiraven, 
nor ever could have been; but at this mo¬ 
ment the door opens to admit Tommy. 
Here comes the living witness of his fa¬ 
ther s frailty to put to shame all the inani¬ 
mate mementos by which she is trying to 
delude herself into the notion that Lord 
iluiraven is an injured man. Here come 
the dark wavy locks, the deep blue eyes, 
the pointed nose, already showing evidence 
of the possession of a bridge; the deep 
chest and sturdy limbs that Tommy’s pro¬ 
genitor must certainly have displayed when 
at the same age as himself. Irene is almost 
cross with the little fellow for looking so 
abominably like his father. 

“ O, he must have been the maul it is 
quite impossible I can be mistaken,” she 
inwardly ejaculates, as she throws herself 
into a chair. ‘ ‘ Coma here, Tommy! What 
on earth .does Phoebe mean, by parting 
your hair in the middle, just as if you were 
a girl—it makes you, look quite absurd.” 

“Gentleman ha3,:got,his hair parted in 
the middleP’ says Tommy, aliuding to 
Lord Muiraven. 

“That’s no reason you should have.it 
too,’; replies Irene,, quite sharply, as she 
divides-Jiis curls j,with her fingers, and 
ef^ts a general disturbance thereof, of 
which her protege disapproves, ‘iSit still, 
caidt you?. What,# dreadftd fidget you 
areP’ .■ • . 

“ You hurt.!” says -Tommy, at last, as the 
tears well up jatp his eyes at her rough¬ 
ness. At that sight hor mood changes. 

“Omyhiessed boyl my own little dai^ 
ling 1 do. you want to go away from your 
poor inaimn«) who loves you so ?” 

“iiMuitgo, mammaP’ replies Tommy, 
stoutly. “I will always live with my 
mamma, aud take great care of her, I wiU.” 

“ Uy pteciousl what should Ido without 
you? He would never be so cruel as to 
take you away. And yet, were he to know 
the truth, how could he do otherwise? 


How could I keep you? O what sball 1 
do?” 

“I will not give him up iu a hurry,” she 
ru min ates, presently, as Tommy, having 
had enough embraces, wriggles off her lap 
^aiu and runs to play. “ H I am to part 
with the child, it shall only be upon tUe 
most convincing proofs of the relationship 
between them’’—forgetting that only on 
the most convincing proofs would Muiraven 
be likely to acknowledge the responaihility. 
Brooding on this resolution, however, 
Irene grows cunning, and, bentonascer 
tainiug the truth, lays little traps wherein 
to catch her guest, inwardly triumphing 
every time they fail. She has many oppor¬ 
tunities of laying them, for her spirits are 
lighter aud brighter after the shrubbery 
tete-a-tete, and Muiraven enters more 
freely into conversation with her. But it 
puzzles him considerably at this period to 
discover what motive she can have for con¬ 
tinually speaking iu parables to him; or 
why should she drag in subjects irrelevant 
to the matter in hand, by the head and 
shoulders, as she is so fond of doing? 

“What a beautiful eveningP’ he re¬ 
marks, casually, as the whole party seat 
themselves after dinner on chairs upon the 
lawn. “ I consider the evening by far the 
most enjoyable part of the day at this sea¬ 
son of the year.” 

“ H one has a clear conscience,” says his 
hostess, pointedly; “ but I think, if j had 
wronged any one very much in my life¬ 
time, I should never be able to enjoy a 
summer’s evenhig again. Everything seems 
so pure and calm then—one feels so near 
heaven,” 

“ I am afraid. If every one felt the same 
as you do, Mrs. Mordaunt, we should have 
to shut up summer at once. We have all 
wronged, or been wronged, I suppose, dnr- 
ingour life time .” 

“But 1 mean a real wrong!—such as 
ruiniirg the happiness of another. Don’t 
you think it is the very wickedest thing a 
person can do. Lord Mniraven?” 

“ 1 am not competent to judge. I think 
I have wronged myself more than anybody 
else in the world; at aU events, intention¬ 
ally,” he adds, with a sigh. 

“ Have you bad your photograph taken 
lately?’’ sbegoes on, inthe wildest maimer. 

“ My photograph! Ho! My dear old 
father insisted upon my sitting for a por¬ 
trait in oils last autumn. That was bad 
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enon^, but nothing to being photographed. 
Why do you ask?” 

“ Irene is ambitious to fill that preten- 
tious-looking album that lies on the draw¬ 
ing-room table as quickly as possible,” says 
Colonel Mordaunt, laughing. 

“Indeed I am not I I call that album 
my menagerie. It contains such a set of 
gorillas. So few people take well. Do 
you?” addressing Muiraven £^in. 

“ I can hardly tell you. It is so long 
since I was innnortalized by the photo¬ 
graphic art. Not since—^let me see— 

“Since when?” she interposes, eagerly. 

“The year before last, I think. The 
London Stereoscopic Company had the 
honor of taking me just before I left town, 
and I never even asked for a proof of the 
photograph.” 

“ Ton must have had sometiiing very en¬ 
grossing on your mind just then, Muira- 
ven,” remarks the colonel. 

“ I had indeed.” 

“ What made you sit to ^em at all ?” 

I sat because I hoped the result of my 
sitting might be acceptable to a friend 
wbom I had at that time, and 1 ne^ected 
to send for the photograidis because I 
found they would not be so; and all inter¬ 
est in them departed with the knowledge.” 

“Awoman, of course, Mniraven? Noth¬ 
ing but a woman, or the wind, could 
change in so short s time.” 

“I did not say she changed, colonel.” 

“Then peidmps it was yourself. He 
looks fickle, doesn’t he, Irene ?” 

“ Then he looks what he is not,” rej.<»ns 
Hniraven. “ Can I fetch anything for you, 
2irs. Hordaunt?” as she rises from her 
chair. 

“ No, thank you P’: 

In another minute she is - back again 
with the ivoryrbound prayer-book in her 
hand. She is going to make her first grand 
experiment with that. 

“ What have you there, Irene ?” says her 
husband. 

“ Only a prayer-book. A pretty little 
^ling, isn’t it, X,ord Muiraver ?” holding it 
out for his inspection. Ho examines it 
without the slightest chan^ of counte¬ 
nance. 

“Well, if you want my.candid’ opinion, 
Hrs. Hordaunt, you must allow me to say 
that 1 do not agree with you. I suppose it 
is quite a lady’s idea of pretty f but it 
looks very useless to me. Is it a real 
prayer-book or a hoax ?” 


“ Open it, and see. It is anything but a 
hoax.” 

“ So I perceive. I thought it might prove 
to be a bonboTuitere, or a powder pufi-box, 
or some other little feminine secret. So it 
is really and truly a prayer-book?” 

“Of course I Have you never seen one 
like that before ?” 

“ Yes; but not so small, I think. What 
a surprising print I I should have no eyes 
in a twelvemonth if I used a book like 
this.” 

“And you have really never seen an 
ivory-backed prayer-book before, orbought 
one?” 

“Haven’t II I had to fork out five 
guineas for a church service for my sister- 
in-law that is to be, the other day. • She 
took a fancy to it, and Cecil was so stingy, 
he wouldn’t buy it for her, so l was com¬ 
pelled to. It was a very fat one, quite ap¬ 
oplectic, in fact, and hound in ivory and 
silver. She said she should consider it as 
a wedding present; but I know I shall have 
to give her another, all the same.” 

“Weill I can’t understand it,” says 
Irene. 

“Hy being generous for once in a way? 
O Mrs. Hordaunt!” 

“ Give me back that little prayer-book, 
please. X am sure you must have seen 
plenty like it before. They’re as common 
as possible.” 

“ I dare say I have, but—please forgive 
my country manners, 2&8. Mordaontr—I 
really don’t seem to care if I never see one 
like it again. It’s a most shockingly at¬ 
tenuated little book; it looks as though it 
had been reared on water-gruel, and re¬ 
minds me only of a pale, shrivelled-up, 
sickly old maid. It jars most terribly upon 
my feelings.” 

“ 1 don’t believe you have any,” she an^ 
swers, qnicMy; and her husband thinks 
she is in fun, and laughs at the accusation, 
in which Huiraven joins him. At this- 
moment Colonel Hordaunt is called-away 
to hold an interview with his bailiff, and 
in the qoickly^allmg dusk, alone with 
their guest (Isabella- having crept away 
some time before), Irene feels bold enou^ 
to make another attempt at discovery of 
the Lnitb. 

“ I hope you are not annoyed ^ the dis¬ 
respectful manner in which 1 spoke of 
your exceedingly pretty little {nayer-book,” 
says Huiraven, breaking the ice for her. 
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“It is not mine,’’ sie answers, briefly; 
“it belonged to Tommy’s mother. I am 
keeping it for him,” 

“ Indeed 1 that makes it interesting. Is 
it long since she died?” 

“ Nearly a twelvemonth. I have several 
of her little possessions—a photograph 
among the number.” 

“What, of—of—the child’s father?” 

“I conclude so.” 

“You must take great care of it. It may 
prove of the utmost use some day in trac¬ 
ing his parentage.” 

“ So T think. His poor mother had been 
so utterly deserted that the only clue she 
could give me was the name (which she 
had discovered to he false) by which the 
man who betrayed her called himself. I 
wonder, if I ever meet that man or discov¬ 
er his Identity, whether I should be bound 
to give up the child to him ? What is your 
opinion. Lord MuiravCn?” 

“You set me a rather difficult taskj Mrs. 
Mordaunt. It so entirely depends upon 
whether the father will be anxious to as¬ 
sume his guardianship or hot. He could 
claim the boy, of course, if he could prove 
his right to do so; but the greater proba¬ 
bility is, that he would deny the relation¬ 
ship. Had he had any intention of acting 
the part of a parent to his child, he would 
never have abandoned the mother.” ' 

“ You think so—it is your real-opinion ?” 
she demandsj eagerly. 

** I think every one must think so. Poor 
little Tommy is most fortunate to have 
fallen into your hands. You may depend 
upon it, you Trill never be troubled by a 
gratuitous application for him.” 

“How hard-hearted some men are P’ she 
sighs. 

“They are brutesP’ replies her compan¬ 
ion, detenninately; and Irene is more puz¬ 
zled than before. 

“Lord Muiraven”— she commences 
2^ain. 

“l am all attention, Mrs. Mordaunt.” 

“ If I were to arrive, accident^iy, at the 
knowledge of who is the jchild’s father, 
and found he was not aware of the fact of 
his existence, ought I to make it known to 
him?” 

**CertainlyP^ 

“ You are sure?” 

“Qaife sure/—unless you-Irish to injure 
both parent and child. However kind and 
good you may be to him, no one can care 


for a boy, or advice his interests in life, 
as a father can; and life, under the most 
favorable circumstances, will be a serious 
thing for poor little Tommy. If you are to 
keep him, I am sorry he is not a girl. I am 
afraid you will find him troublesome by- 
and-hy.” 

“ I have no fear of that—only of his being 
taken away from me. Still—if you consid¬ 
er it would he right— 

“ Do you know who his father is, then ?” 

“ I think I do; but, please don’t mention 
it again; it is quite a secret.” 

“Well, if I were in that man’s place I 
should think that you were wronging me; 
but it is a matter of -opinion. Tommy’s 
father may—and probably will—be only too 
glad to leave, him in your hands.” 

“ But if it were you ?” 

“If it were me, I should prefer to look 
after my own child; I should not feel jus¬ 
tified in delegating the duty to another. I 
should consider it the only reparation that 
lay in my power to make him; and anyone 
who deprived me of it, would rob me of 
the means of exhibiting my penitence.” 

This burst of- -eloquence'decides her. 
Sorely as she Trill mourn his loss, ^he dares 
not keep Tommy’s parentageaseeretany 
longer. If he belongs to Lord Huiraren, 
to Lord Muiraven • he must go. Bui she 
hardly -dares flunk what Pea Court Trill 
look like when both of them are lo^ to 
Tiewagain. .. 

“How you fcorc been cryingP’.remarks 
her husband the - next-day, as she issues 
from her moming-room; and unexpectedly 
confronts him.. 

It is no matter,” she answers, evasive¬ 
ly, as she tries to pass him to go up stairs. 
She is vexed he has conunented on her ap¬ 
pearance, for the housekeeper is standing 
in the hall at the same time. 

“But it does signify,” he continues, per¬ 
tinaciously. “What-is the reason, of it? 
Are you ill ?” 

“ Not in the least; but I have been turn¬ 
ing over old letters and papers this morn¬ 
ing—and it is never a pleasant task to un¬ 
dertake. I shall be-all right again by lun¬ 
cheon time.” And she escapes to the 
shelter of her bedroom. 

“Lor, cblonell how incoMiderate you 
are, questioning madam about the whys 
and wherefores of eveiything!” ejaculates 
Mrs. Quekett. “As if a lady, could turn 
over her stock of treasures—^her little tokens 
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and bits of hair, and old love-letters, -with- 
ont bringing the tears to her eyes. You’ve 
no knowledge at all of women, colonel, 
and it seems to me you’ve qnite foigotten 
you were ever young yourself.” 

“ But to see her eyes so red as that V’ ex¬ 
claims Colonel Mordaunt. 

“Bless you! do you think when yon mar¬ 
ry a woman, you walk at once into ali her 
troubles and secrets, past, present, and to 
come ? Colonel, you’ve the least discrimi¬ 
nation of any man lever knew; ■ She might 
just as well expectjod to turn out the bun¬ 
dle of yowr past life—and there’d be' a pretty 
kettle of fish if you dkl-u^bat I know 1” 

“You have the modtbxtraordiuary habit, 
Quekett, of talking of one’s private affairs 
in public places. 1 wish you’d remember 
where you are.” ' •- ■ ' 

“Very well, eolohfelj'tlrafs'ahintforme 
to go. But I couldn’t help putting in a 
word for Mrs. Mordaunt. You mustn’t ex¬ 
pect too much of her.. She's yours—^be con¬ 
tent with that. Wiser'ineii than you have 
found it best, before now, to keep their eyes 
half shut.” 

And with that, Mrsi, Quekett, picking up 
a thread here and a strop of paper there, 
disappears quite n4ti«*Hy into the morning- 
roomi -Irene, meanwtdi^ is bathing her 
eyes in cold water.-’has really been 
only occupied in turning over old papers—t 
the papers that concern Tommy—and try- 
ing.to'write a letter tb 'leird Muifavem on 
the subject, which diall te!J all sbe Visfies 
him to know, in lapgnage riot iJibfjSain. 
But she has found the task more dlffeSilt 
than she anticipated; ugly things look so 
mnch more ugly when they are written 
down in black and white. She has made 
five or six attempts, and they are all in the 
waste-paper basket. ■ 

As she comes down stairs to luncheon 
looking quite: herself again, and passes 
thringh the moming-foom, her eyes catch 
sight of these same fragmentary records 
lying lightly one upon the other, and she 
thinks howfoolish- it was of her to leave 
them for any one to read who passed that 
way. The gong is sounding in the hall, 
and the gentlemen’s voices are heard from 
the dining-room; so she gathers the tom 
sheets of paperhastily together, and thrust¬ 
ing them into a drawer of her davenport, 
turns the key upon them until she- shall 
have an opportunity of destroying them 


uiore thoroughly. But she cannot imagine 
what makes her husband so silent and con¬ 
strained, during lunch that day—and con¬ 
cludes something must be going 'wrong with 
the farm, and trasts Philip is not going to 
break throogh his general rule of keeping 
out-door worries for out-door consideration; 
or that Philip is not going to develop a 
new talent for indulging in the sulks— 
which appears to be the likeliest aolution 
of the change at present. 

**••**»' 

The next day is the one fixed for Lord 
Muiraven’s departure, and the colonel no 
longer presses him to stay. 

-As breakfast is concluded and the car¬ 
riage is ordered round to convey him and 
his portmanteau to the station, Irene re¬ 
members her attempted letter of the day 
before; and feels sorry that it proved a fail¬ 
ure. She foresees a greater difficulty in 
writing to him through the post, and does 
not even know where to address him. Colo¬ 
nel Mordannthas fidgeted og to the stables 
to worry the grooms into harnessing the 
horses at least ten minutes before the time 
that they were ordered to be ready; and 
(except forTommy, who interrupts the con¬ 
versation at every word) she is left alone 
with their gnest. 

'.“ Do you know,” she commences timidly, 
“•I wanted to spieak to yon, Lsrd Moiraven, 
l^ore'^u went—that is to say, I have 
soriafetbing rather particular to tell you.’’ 

“Hare yon? O, tell it now'.’’ be ex¬ 
claims eagerly, his hopes rising at the idea 
that she has plucked up courage to allude 
to the past. 

“ I could: not—it would take too mnch 
timet besides, it is a subject on which I 
would much rather write to you.” 

“ YTill'you write to me ?” 

“I did write yesterday—only I tore up 
the letter.” 

“ What a shame 1 Whatever it was, why 
did ybu not let me have it?” 

“ I could not satisfy myseU; it was too 
hard a task. Only—should I be able to do 
so—where may I address to you?’' 

“To the St. James’s Club, dr Berwick 
Castle. My letters will always he forward¬ 
ed from either place.” 

“Forwarded! Are you not going to Lou¬ 
don, then ?” 

“Only for a day or two. I leave England 
next week for Lidia.” 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 



** India! What should take 70U there ?” 

^‘Hopelessness, Irene!” 

“ HushT 

“ Hanima, why did gentleman call you 
Keny?” interposes Tommy from the folds 
of her dress. 

“Forgive me,” he murmurs, *^Iam very 
careless. What takes me to India, Mrs. 
Mordaunt, is idleness and love of change. 
Last autumn I spent in the United States; 
this I hope to do pig-stick’ng in Bengal; 
and the ne:rt will probably find me in Tas¬ 
mania. What would you have me do? I 
am independent and restless, and in need of 
excitement; and there is nothing to keep 
me at home.” 

“Your father, Lord Muiraven!” 

“My father knows that I am never so 
little discontented as when lam travelling, 
and so he consents to it. And he has my 
brother. And I have—no one.” 

But India! such an unhealthy climate. 
I thought nobody went there for choice.” 

“ On the contrary, to go there for choice 
is the only way to enjoy the country. I can 
return whenever I like, you know. And as 
to the climate, it cannot be worse than that 
of Hew York, where the hot weather sweeps 
off its sixty head a day.” 

“And you will return—when?” 

“ In about six months, I hope, that is 
when the hot season recommences. I do 
not go alone. A cousin of my own, and a 
very jolly fellow of the name of Stratford, 
goes with me. I shall come back so brown, 
you wont know m^ What shall I bring 
you home from India, Tommy? A big 
elephant ?” 

“Yes,yes! bringalum-a-lum. Mamma, 
gentleman going to bring Tommy a big 
lum-a-lum T* 

“And you will really be away six months,” 
she says, dreamily. She is thinkiDg that 
here is a respite from divulging the secret 
of her adopted child's parentage, for if Lord 
Muiraven*s arrangements for leaving the 
country are completed, he would hardly 
thank her for thrusting so onerous a charge 
upon him as the guardianship of a little 
child on the very eve of bis departure. But 
he misinterprets the subdued and dreamy 
tone; he reads in it, or thinks he reads, a 
tender regret for his contemplated absence, 
and is ready to relinquish every plan which 
he has made upon the spot. 

“ I thought of being so. Mrs. Mordaunt,” 
he replies, quickly, “ but if there were any 


chance—any hope—if I believed that any 
one here—O, you know what I mean so 
much better than I can express it; if you 
wish me not to go, Irene, say the word, and 
1 will remain in England forever.” 

“ Gentleman say Reny again,” remarks 
Tommy, as he pulls his adopted mother’s 
skirts and looks up in her face for an ex¬ 
planation of the novelty. 

“ Bother that child?’ exclaims Muiraven, 
angrily. 

“Be quiet, Tommy! Go and play,” re¬ 
plies Irene. “ Lord Muiraven, you quite 
mistake my meaning. I think it is a very 
good thing for you to go about and travel; 
and am glad that you should be able to en¬ 
joy yourself. I was only thinking of—my 
letter.” 

“ Send it me. Pray send it to my club. 
I shall be there to-morrow!” 

“ I do not think I shall. It was only 
about— child” in a lower voice. “Do 
you remember what you said once about 
being a friend to him if he lost me?” 

“ Perfectly; and I am ready to redeem 
my word!” 

“ Should anything happen whilst you are 
absent, Lord Muiraven, will, you take care 
of him on your return ? The letter I spoke 
of—which will contain everything about 
his parentage—1 will leave behind me, 
sealed and addressed to you. Will you 
promise me to ask for it, and to follow up 
any clue it may give you as faithfuUyas 
may be in your power?” 

“ I promise. But why speak of your 
dea^, unless you wish to torture me?” 

“ Is it so great a misfortune, then, topass 
beyond all the trouble of this world, and be 
safely landed on the other shore ?” 

“ For you—no!—but for myself—I am too 
selfish to be able even to contemplate such 
a contingency with composure. If I 
thought it probable, or even possible, noth¬ 
ing should take me from England! You 
are not ill?” 

“ Hot in the least I I only spoke of death 
coming to me as it might come to you, or 
any one. I do not desire it. I am content 
to live, or—or—” 

Her voice breaks. 

“ Or— whatf For heaven’s sake, speak P’ 

“ I ioas so before v>e met againl” 

“ Good God he utters I “ why did I not 
put a bullet through my brains before I was 
mad enough to come here ?” 

He walks up to the mantelpiece as though 
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he could not beartozueet her gaze, and she 
catches up the child and sets hiTn on the 
cmhrasured ■window-sill before her, and 
looks into his eyes with her own brimming 
over with tears. 

Each has spoken to the other; the pent- 
up cry of their burdened hearts has broken 
forth at length; and they stand silent and 
ashamed, and overwhelmed in the presence 
of Kature. Tommy is the first to recall 
them to a sense of their equivocal position. 

“ Mamma is crying,” he observes, point¬ 
edly. “ Kaughty gentleman.” 

His shrill little voice attracts the atten¬ 
tion of 3£rs. Quekett, who is loitering in 
the hall (a favorite occupation of hers dur¬ 
ing that season of the year when the sitting- 
room doors stand open), and she immedi¬ 
ately commences noiselessly to rearrange 
the pieces of old china that ornament the 
shelves of a carved oak buftet outside the 
dining-room. 

At the sound of the child’s words, Muira- 
ven quits his place, and advancing to Itene, 
takes her hand. 

“Forgive me,” he says, earnestly, “for 
all that I have brought upon you. Say that 
you foigive meP’ 

2![&s. Quekett pricks up her ears like a 
hunter when the dogs give tongue. 

“ You wrong me by the request,” Irene 
answers. “I cannot think how I forgot 
myself so far as to say what I did; but I 
trust you never to take advantage of my 
words.” 

“Except in letting their memory lighten 
my existence, I never will. And 1 thank 
you so much for permitting me to have a 
mutual interest in this child. I see that he 
is very dear to you.” 

“ He is indeed! I don’t think any moth¬ 
er could love a child more than I do 
him.” 

“ And you will let me love him too. He 
shall be the link between us; the common 
ground on which we may meet—the mem¬ 
ory left, to whichever goes first, of the af¬ 
fection of the other. Henceforward Tom¬ 
my shall have a father as well as a mother.” 

“ I will be sure and leave the letter that 
I spoke of.” 

“ And you •will npt write to me—not one 
line to cheer me in any way.” 

“ I must not; and it wonld he impossible 
if I could. When yon return—^perhaps— 

“If you say that, I shall return to¬ 
morrow.” 


At that moment the carriage-wheels are 
heard grating on the gravel drive. 

“Here is the colonel, Mrs. MordauntP’^ 

Irene starts—flushes—and withdraws her 
hand quickly from that of Lord Muiraven. 

Mrs. Quekett, duster in hand, is looking 
in at the open door. 

“ The colonel P’ cries Muiraven, looking 
at his watch to cover their confusion; “ how 
time flies! it is nearly eleven. Well, good- 
by, 3frs. Mordaunt. I shall have shot a 
real Bengal tiger before we meet again.” 

“Tiger will eat you,” interpolates Tom¬ 
my, sententiously. 

“ O, take care of yourself,” says Irene, 
with quick alarm. 

“I will—believe me! since you ask it I 
How big is the lum-a-lumto he, Tommy? 
Ten feet high?” 

“As tall as the house,” replies Tommy. 

“ Are yonr traps brought down stairs yet, 
Muiraven?” demands Colonel Mordaunt, 
as he enters the room. “We haven’t much 
time to spare, if you’re to catch the one 
o’clock train. 'Hiat fellow William is shirk¬ 
ing his work again, Irene; I found the gray 
filly "with her roller off. I declare there’s 
no getting one’s servants to do anythiz^ 
•unless one is constantly at their heels.” 

“ Look what gentleman given me P’ says 
Tommy, who has been occupied •with Lord 
Muiraven at the window. 

“Your watch and chainP* exclaims 
Irene. ** O no, Lord Muiraven, indeed you 
you must not. Think how young the child 
is. You are too generous.” 

“Generous!” says the colonel; “it’s 
d—d foolish, Muiraven, if you’ll excuse my 
saying so. The hoy will never be in a posi¬ 
tion to use it, and it will be smashed in azi 
hour.” 

“ Ko! that it shall not be, Philip. Jwill 
•take care Lord Muiraven’s kindness is not 
abused—only a toy would have been so 
much better.” 

“ Pray let him keep it, Mrs. Mordaunt. 
It will be rather a relief to get rid of it I 
so much prefer to wear dear old Bob’s, that 
was isent home to me last autnmm” 

“ Yon certainly must haw more watches 
than you know what to do with,” grumbles 
the colonel. “ Put Lord Muiraveu’s port¬ 
manteaus in the canine, James;—^Wait a 
minute. Let me speak tuthe coachman.” 

Irene has takenthe watch from the child’s 
hand, and is holding it in her own. 

“ It is so kind of you,” she mormurs. 
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Not at all; it is a pleasure to me. Keep 
It as a pledge of what I have promised in 
respect of him. And if I thought you some¬ 
times wore it, Irene, in remembrance of our 
friendship, it would make me so happy.” 

“I will” 

Thanks—God bless you I” and, with oue 
long look and pressure, he is gone. 

it »»• * * » 

Irene takes an opportunity during the 
eucceeding day to examine her behaviour 
and its motives very searchingly, but she 
thinks that, on the whole, she has acted 
right. What could Muiraven have done 
W’ith a young child just as he was starting 
lf»r a place like India? He could not have 
tjvken Tommy with him; he would have 
been compelled to Idave him in England 
under the care of strangers; who, in the 
event of his father dying abroad, would 
liave had him reared and educated without 
any reference to herself. Yes, she believes 
ahe has done what is best for all parties. 
When Muiraven returns she will tell him 
the truth, and let him do as he thinks fit; 
but until that event occurs, she shall keep 
the child to herself. And as the blankness 
of the knowledge of his departure returns 
upon her every now and then during that 
afterzioon, she catches up Tommy in her 
arms and smothers him with kisses, as she 
reflects with secret joy that she has some¬ 
thing of Muiraven left her still. How sur¬ 
prised she would be to compare her present 
feelings with those with which she first 
learned the news of the boy’s paternity. 

The sin and shame of that past folly are 
not less shocking than they were; but the 
sting has been withdrawn from them. JEric 
lovea her. He was not base and cruel and 
deceitful; it was fate that kept them separ¬ 
ate; and on tjje strength of his own word, 
he is forgiven for everything—past, present, 
and to come! What is there wom^ will 
not foigive to the man she loves ? 

Irene almost believes this afternoon, that 
if she is but permitted to bring up Tommy 
to be worthy of his father, so that when he 
is a man, and Eric is still lonely and un¬ 
married, she may present them to each 
other and say, “Here is a son to bless and 
comfort your old age,” she will desire noth¬ 
ing more to make life happy. And feeling 
more light-hearted and content than she 
has done for many a day—although Muira¬ 
ven has put miles between them—^goes sing¬ 
ing about the garden in the evening, like a 


blithesome bird. Her carolliiig rather dis¬ 
turbs Colonel Mordaunt who (with his 
study window open) is busy with lus farm 
accounts; and making small way as it is, 
with Mrs. Quekett standing at his right 
hand, and. putting in her oar at every sec¬ 
ond figure. 

“ Not oats, colonel; it was barley Clayton 
brought in last week; and if an eye's any¬ 
thing to go by, ten sacks shoi^ as I'm a 
living woman.” 

“ How can you tell, Quekett?” replies the 
colonel, fretfully; “did you see them 
counted?” 

“ Counted! Is it my business to watch 
your stable-men do their work?” 

“Of course not; but I suppose Barnes 
was there; he is generally sharp enough 
upon Clayton.” 

WeU, there it is in the granary—easy 
enough to look at it. It seems short enough 
measure to me. Perhaps some has been 
taken since it was unloaded.” 

“It’s very unpleasant have those 
doubts, lhate suspecting anyone, espe¬ 
cially my own servants, my should they 
rob me? They have everything that they 
want.” 

“ Bless you, -colonel! as if that made any 
difference. Of course they haye everything 
they want; and it’s generally those who 
are closest to us who play us .the dirtiest 
tricks. A man would get through life easy 
enough if it weren’t for his friends, lhat’s 
a handsome watch his lordship gave to 
that brat of Cray’s (I hope your lady isn’t 
within earshot), isn’t it now?”' 

“ It must have cost fifty pounds if it cost 
five. I can’t imagine any one being so sim¬ 
ple as to part with his property, in that lav¬ 
ish manner, Quekett!’^ . 

“ Nor I—if he don’t know to whom he’s 
parting with it. But Lord Muiraven knows, 
as sure as my name’s Rebecca, He’s not 
such a fool as he looks.” 

“ You are so mysterious, Quekett, with 
your hints and innuendoes,” replies her 
master, peevishly. “ Why can’t you speak 
out, if you have anything to say?” 

“ Would you be any the better pleased if 
I were to speak out ?” 

“ Muiraven’s private affairs cannot affect 
me much, either one way or the other.” 

“1 don’t know that, colonel. You 
wouldn’t care to keep the child hanging 
about here if you thought it. was his, I 
reckon.” 
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“Of course not; but wbat proofs have 
you that it belongs to him 

“^Veil, he’s stamped his signature pretty 
plainly on the boy^s face. All the world 
can see that; and whether the child is his 
own or not, he’s safe to get the credit of 
him.” 

“A very uncertain proof, Quekett. I 
should have thought you had had too much 
experience to accept it. Now look at the 
matter sensibly. Is it likely Lord Muiraven 
could have been to Priestley and courted 
Myra Cray without our bearing of it?” 

“Myra Gray has not always lived at 
Priestley, colonel. But putting that aside, 
how can we be sure the diild did belong to 
Cray?” 

“But—^Ihave always understood so,” ex¬ 
claims Colonel Mordaunt as he pushes his 
chair away from the table and confronts 
the housekeeper. 

“Ay, perhaps you have; but thafs no 
proof either. Mrs. Cray always said the 
boy was a nurse-child of hers; and it was 
not imtil Myra’s death that Mrs. Moidannt 
told you she was his mother.” 

Mrs. Mordaunt repeated what the dying 
woman confided to her.” 

“Perhaps so,” remarks Mrs. Quekett, 
dryly, “ but the fact remains, colonel. And 
your lady took so kindly to the child from 
the very first, that I always suspected she 
knew more of his history than we did.” 

“Do you mean to insinuate that my wife 
took this boy under her protection, know¬ 
ing him to be a son of Lord Muiraven?” 

“ I don’t wish to insinuate—mean to 
say I believe it; and if you’ll take tlie 
trouble to put two and two together, colo¬ 
nel, you’ll believe it too.” 

“ Good God 1 it is impossible. I tell you 
Mrs. Mordaunt never saw Lord Muiraven 
till she met him at the Glottonbury ball.” 

“1 think there must be a mistake some¬ 
where, colonel; for' they’ve been seen to¬ 
gether atLady Baldwin’s parties more than 
once; I had it from her own lips.” 

“ I can*t understand it. I am sure Irene 
told me she did not know him.” 

“Some things are best kept to ourselves, 
colonel. Perhaps yoor lady did it to save 
you. But if they’d never met before, they 
got very intimate with one another whilst 
he was here.” 

“ How do you mean ?” 

“In arranging plans for the child’s future, 
and so forth. I heard Mrs. Mordaunt tell 


his lordship this very morning, just as he 
was going away, that she should write to 
him concerning it. And his giving the 
child that watch looks very much, to my 

mind, as though he took a special interest 
in him.” 

. Colonel Mordaunt frowns and turns away 
from her. 

“I cannot believe it; and if it’s true I 
wish to God you had never told me, Quekett, 
Go on with the accounts!—Where is the 
baker’s memorandum for flour?” Didn’t 
I order it to be sent in every week?” 

“ There it is, colonel, right on the top of 
the others. One would think you had lost 
your head.” 

“Lost my head; and isn’t it enough to 
make a man lose his head to hear ail the 
scandal you retail to me ? Do you want to 
make me believe that there is secret nn- 
derstanding between my wife and Moiraven 
concerning that child ?” 

“ I don’t want you to believe any further 
than you can see for yourself. If you like 
to be blind, be blind! It’s no matter of 

mine. ” 

“Is it likely,” continues the colonel, 
shooting beyond the mark in his an^ety to 
ascertain the truth, “ that had she been pre¬ 
acquainted with that man, and preferred 
his company to mine, she would have been 
so distant in her manner towards hiin and 
so low-spirited daring his visit here ?” 

“ I am sure I can’t say, colonel; women 
are riddles to me, as to most. Perhaps 
your lady didn’t care to have his lordship 
located here for fear of something coming 
out. Any way, she seems light-hearted 
enough now he’s gone,” as the sound, of 
Irene’s voice comes gayly through the o|>en 
casement. 

“ 1 don’t believe a word of it, Quekett,” 
says the colonel, loyally, though he wipes 
the perspiration off his brow as he speaks; 
“ you are hatching up lies for some iiifemai 
purpose of your own. This is no business 
of yours, apd I’ll listen to no more of it. 
Go back tayour own room, and leave me to 
settle my accounts by myself.” 

“ Thank'^ou, colonel 1 Those are. rather 
hard word^ to use to an old friend who has 
served you and yours faithf oily for the last 
thirty years; and you can imtdly suppose 
I shall stand them quietly. I may have 
means of revenging myself, and I may not, 
bat no <me offended me yet without repent¬ 
ing of it, and yon should know that as well 
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as most, I ^ish you a Tery good Bight, 
colonel.” 

“ Stop, Qnekett. If I have been hasty, 
you must forgive me. Think how wretched 
the doubt you have instilled in my breast 
will make me. 1 love my wife better than 
myself. I would lay down my life to pre¬ 
serve her integrity. And the idea that she 
may have deceived me is utter misery. I 
shali brood over it until it cats my heart 
away. I would rather know the worst at 
once.” 

While he is speaking, the housekeeper 
has drawn a tom sheet of paper from the 
leather bag she carries on her arm, and is 
smoothing it carefully between her palms. 

“Well, colonel, you had better know the 
worst,*’ she replies, as she lays the paper 
on the desk before him; “ you will believe 
your own eyes, perhaps, if you wont believe 
me; and yon may live to he sorry for the 
words you’ve spoken. But you shall be de¬ 
ceived no longer, if I can help it.” 

“ Quekett! what is this?” 

“Read it, and judge for yourself! It 
came down in your lady’s waste-paper bas¬ 
ket, which she aint half so careful of as she 
needs to be. . And when you have read it, 
you’ll understand, perhaps, why Pve taken 
upon myself to speak as I have done.” 

He glances at the first few characters and 
turns as white as a sheet. 

“ Leave me, Quekett,” he utters in a faint 
voice. 

“Keep up, colonel,” she says encourag¬ 
ingly as she retreats. “There’s as good 
fish in the sea, remember, as ever came out 
of it.” 

But his only answer is to thrust her quiet¬ 
ly from the door and turn the key upon her 
exit. 

The air is full of all the sweet scents and 
sounds of early summer. A humble bee, 
attracted by the honeysuckle that clusters 


round the window-frame, is singing a 
drowsy song amongst its blossoms; the 
cows In the meadow beyond the lawn, re¬ 
stored to their calves after milking, are 
lowing with maternal satisfaction; the 
nestlings, making, beneath their mother’s 
guidance, the first trial of their half-grown 
irings, are chirping plaintively amongst the 
lilac bushes; and above all is heard Irene’s 
cheerful voice as she chases Tommy round 
and round the garden flower-beds. 

Everything seems happy and at peace, as 
he sits down to scan the words which are 
destined to blot all peace and happiness 
from his life forevermore. He glances rap¬ 
idly at the familiar writing, reads it once— 
twice—three times, and then falls forward 
on the study table with a groan. 

[to be COItTIirUKD.] 
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CHAPTER XI. 

The words which have struck him to the 
ground are these: 

Mr DEAB 
has decided me 
which has given me 
it is very painful to 
to it before you, but I 
You have taken a great 
called Tommy Brown, and 
discover who is his father 
to let him know of the boy’s 
will you say if I tell you 
he is your own child. Do not 
condemned you without proof 
my possession, your photograph 
your hair so that I cannot be 
taken. I love the dear child as 
he is my own, and it would break 
to part with him so you may 
it coats me to make this known 
since he belongs to you I feel 
right to him. In the old days I 

• * . * « « » • 

And here the letter, which is hut a fr^- 
ment of one of \.h& many epistles which 
Irene commenced to X/ord Holraven, and 
then, in her uncertainty, tore up again, 
comes to an abrupt conclusion. 

It lies upon the desk before him, but he 
has not the courage to lift his eyes and look 
at it again, nor is there need, for every 
word is lithographed upon his braiu in char¬ 
acters that nothing in this life will have the 
power to efface. 

Colonel Hordauiithas received his death¬ 
blow. 

And so the wretched man lies where 
he has fallen, across his study table, and, 
regardless of the sweet sights and sounds 
with which the summer evening has envi¬ 
roned him, suffers himself to be led forth 
by that relentless guide. Suspicion, into the 
dark mysterious Past, and loses Hope at 
every footstep of Uie way. 

It is true then-^e has been fighting the 
good fight of faith in her innocence and 
purity in vain. QuekdU is right, and he is 
wrong. His wife and Uord Koiimven have 
not only met before, but there is a secret 


understanding between them relative to 
her adopted child. And why has' not he 
also been admitted to her confidence ? 

He tries to remember all the incidents 
that took place at the time of Myra Cray’s 
death and the boy’s admission to Fen Court; 
and he cannot satisfy his own mind that 
Irene did not intentionally deceive him. 
How astonished was every one who knew 
her at the unusual interest she took In that 
child’s welfare—how distressed she was at 
the idea of not being allowed to succor him 
—^how she has clung to and indulged and ^ 
petted him ever since he has been in her 
possession! What other poor children has 
■Irene been thus partial to ? 'What anxiety 
does she now evince at the fate of many 
other little ones left in the same predica¬ 
ment ? She knew the boy belonged to Lord 
Muiraven all the while; and yet she de¬ 
clared at the time of the Giottonburj ball 
that she had never met him! 

God! is it possible that this creature, 
whom he has almost worshipped for her 
saintUke purity and truth, can be a mass of ~ 
deceit—a whited sepulchre—^fair to the 
-view without, hutinside nothing but rotten¬ 
ness and dead men’s hones ?- 

He writhes upon his scat as the idea oc¬ 
curs to him. And yet upon its Impulse his 
thoughts go hurrying madly back into the 
Past, tripping each other up upon the way; 
but collecting, as they go, a mass of evi¬ 
dence that appals him. What!—what in 
Heaven’s name was it that her mother said 
so long ago in Brussels, about Irene having 
had a disappointment which compelled her 
to bring her abroad-about some scoundrel 
who deceived her, and had broken down 
her health ? 

What scoundrel? 'What disappointment? 
How much or how iittle do women mean 
when they use such mnbiguous terms as 
those ? And then Irene herself—did she 
not confirm her mother’s statement, and 
refuse altogether to marry him until— Ah! 
what was the reason that made her change 
her mind so suddenly at the last? Is tMs 
another devil sprang np to torture Um? 
Tet she seemed happy enough aftee he 
bronght her home, until the child came 
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here. Was the child always here? Was 
it in Priestley when Irene came, or did it 
follow her ? Poor Oolonel Mordaunt’s head 
is beeomiiig so confused that he can think 
of nothing collectedly; but all the events 
of his married life are being shaken up to¬ 
gether like the. pieces of colored glass in a 
kaleidoscope, and working inextricable coi>- 
fusioii in Iiis seething brain. 

But he is s\ire of one thing. His wife 
(old him Ivord Muiraveu was a sU'anger to 
her, and yet she writes him private letters 
concerning this child of his and Myra- 
Cray's. But did the boy belong to Myra 
Cray? Quekelt has discovered the truth 
in one instance; may she not have done so 
in the other? He raises his head slowly 
and sorrowfully, anddrawingalongbreath, 
reads through the fragmentary witness u> 
Irene's deception once again* 

Heavens! how the faint color deserts his 
cheek, and his eyes rivet themselves upon 
the last line but four, where the words, 
he Is my own,’* stand out with fatal per¬ 
spicuity and want of meaning, except to his 
distempered vision. He has read the letter 
over several times already, but bis sight 
and understanding were blurred the while 
with an undefined dread of what it might 
reveal to him; and be was unable to do 
more than read it. But now it seems as 
though the scales had all at once fallen 
from his eyes, and he sees men, not ** as 
trees walking,” but in their own naked and 
misshapen humanity. He sees, or thinks 
he sees it, ax\d rises tottering from his chair 
with twenty years added to his life, to hide 
with trembling hands the fatal witness to 
his wife’s degradation in the deepest drawer 
ol his private escritcire. He feels assured 
that ho is not mistaken. Be believes now 
a^ completely in hergullt as he once did in 
her luuocence; bntlor tbesakeef tbelove, 
however feigned, she has shown him, and 
the duty she has faithfully performed, no 
oye, beside his own, shall henceforwaid 
rest upon these proofs of her indiscretion. 
The shock once over, memories of Irene’s 
goodness, and patience, and affection for 
himself come crowding in upon his iniud, 
until, between grief and gratitude, it is re¬ 
duced to a state of the most maudlin pathos. 

**Poor child 1 poor unhappy, mi^uided 
child,” he thinks at one moment, ** without 
a friend to guide her actions, and her own 
mother her accomplice in ddccit. What 
else con Id one expect from her than that 


she should eagerly embrace the first oppor¬ 
tunity that presented itself for escape from 
the dangers with which error bad surround¬ 
ed her? But to deceive me, who would 
have laid down my life to redeem her; to 
accept the moat valuable gift that my heart 
was capable of offering—the pent-up affec¬ 
tion of a lifetime, only to squander arid cast 
it on one side! And yet—God bless he^— 
slio. never did so. She has been tender and 
considerate in all her dealings with me, and 
would have warded off this terrible discov- 
ery, even at the expense of incurring my 
displeasure. Wby else shouhl she have 
shown such remarkable distaste to the idea* 
of that man being located here ? 

*• Yet,” his evil genius whispers to him, 

** her objections may have been prom; ted 
only by the instinct which dictates self- 
preservation. This letterpToves howeosiiy ‘ 
it comes to her to address him in tenb.-! of - 
familiarity. And the child too! : 

**Good Godl U 1 think of it any longrtr l: 
shall go mad. Wbatcanldo? What ran 
1 say? Shall I go straight to her with thie ‘ 
letter in my hand, and accuse her-of a 
crime—loo horrible to think of In cdiinee- 
tSoD witli my tci / e— a nd see her look of 
ror and dismay—to be followed, perhaps:' 
by a bold, denial—more sin, more guilt upon 
ber poor young head—or by avowaf and • 
separation; and for ihe-restof my dajW ’ 
solitude! ^d hers—^U^race, with his-off- ‘ 
spring on her bosom? OI no! no-I—the 
happiness of my life is ended—bat the deed 
is done. accusation, no reproach cdii 
mend it—it must remain as Itisimw—for-• 
ever; aud I—Heaven pity my weakness— 
but I cannot live without her. O Irene I 
Irene P’ in a roshof nnconquerablc tended 
ness, **iny darling, my treasure; would to 
Qod that the joy of possessing- you had 
killed me b^ore I h^ learnt that you never ' 
were mine! But ybu ore ziune=->yousbal) be 
mine—no one sbali take you from me! I— 
I—” and berePhiiipMordaunt’a reflections 
culminate in a burst of bitter tears that 
shake his manhood to the core, and a reso- ' 
luuon that, however much be may suffer, 
Irene’s shameful secret shfall be locked 
Witiiiu the recesses of his own breasL 

He will prevent her ever meeting Lord 
Muiraven again. He may in time effect a 
severance between her and the child, but 
she shall never bear ftotu his bps that hb 
has anived at a knowledgo cf the truth she 
has sQDued so deeply to conceal from him. 
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This b the most im|wUcie refiOhitiOQ 
which Gk>iooel Mordatiht could register. It 
bsaiways impolitic for friends tdio hare a 
^tidge against each other to p^senre' si¬ 
lence on the subject, instead of frankly 
stating their grievance and affording an op> 
portuiiity for redress; and impolicy between 
hnsband and wife, is little short of madness. 
Did Colonel Mordaunt at this juncture go 
to Irene and overwhelm her with the re¬ 
proaches which he naturally feels, be would 
receive in answer a fall and free confession 
which would set his mind at rest forever. 

be has not sufficient faith in her to do 
s^ He has too bumble an opinion of him¬ 
self and his powers of attraction, and is too 
ready to believe his Incapacity to win a wo¬ 
man’s love, to think it po^ble that he 
could ever hold his own against such a mau 
as Muiraven, or even be able to claim sym¬ 
pathy in his disappointment. So, in. his 
pride and misery, he resolves that he will 
suffer in silence; and the unnatural con¬ 
stant which be is thus forced to put upou 
himself eats like a canker into his loving, 
hpne^ Mul, and kills iu 
The^change is not all at once apparent; 
but from, the hour Colonel Hordaunt leaves 
his study on that fatal evening, he is anoth¬ 
er man from what he has been. Irene, in¬ 
deed; is much astonished, when on inquir¬ 
ing later, why her husband does not join 
h6f in the drawing-room, she bea^ that, 
without^ word of warning, he has retired 
to rOjE^; still more so, when, on seeking his 
bedsi^ to know if he is ill, or if she can do 
anythiugfor him, she receives no sort of 
exjjda^Uon of his unusual comlact, Mid 
the shortest answers to her expressions 
of swprise and sympathy. But after the 
firM ^ief feeling of vexation, she does not 
Cbink more about it; for FhlUpfs temper 
haanotalways been equable of.late^and 
Ii^e.is ItegUudng to take into Qonodera- 
Uouitbe fact that her husband is muoh. old¬ 
en than herself, and cannot be expected'to 
be always ready to enter into the spirit of 
her younger moods and fancies; so, with a 
little sigh, she goeadown stairs again, and,, 
l^' tbe absorbing, iz^rest of planning and 
cutting, out Master Tommy’s first suit of 
kqickethockers, has soon forgotten all 
alMtttit. In a few weeka^ however, the al- 
tec^OQ in her husband’s demeanor is pal- 
pa|^a enou^, and accompanied by such a 
visible faUihg-off iu outward appearance* 
that Irene at first ascrib^ it entirely to 


^Dt of health. . She cannot imagine she 
has done anything to offend him; andsoen- 
treato him pathetically to see a doctor. But 
he is roughly obstinate whenever the sub¬ 
ject is mentioned, and curtly informs his 
wife that she knows nothing at all about it, 
and bids her hold her tongue. Still, he has 
no appetite and strangely variable spirits. 

Irene sees his health Is failing, and some¬ 
times, from his unaccountable manner to¬ 
wards herself, she almost fears bis brain 
must be affected. She becomes thoroughly 
alarmed, and longs for the presence of 
Oliver Halston at Fen Court, that she may 
have an opportimity of confiding her suspi¬ 
cions to him, and asking bis advice. But 
Oliver is working valiantly at his profes¬ 
sion, as assistant to a surgeon in a country 
Tillage miles away from Lt-icestershire; 
and, thanks to his own poverty and Mrs. 
Quekett’s continued infiuence over bis 
tincle, thei% is little chance of his visiting 
the Court again for some time to come.. So 
Irene is reduced to confide iu Isabella; but 
though Miss Mordanntsees the change, she 
daree hot acknowledge it. 

“ O deaf, Mrs. Mordaunt, is it really so ? 
Well, perh:^)s—but yet I should hardly like 
to say—and is it wise to notice it the 
toothache is a distressing complaint, you 
know—^no I I never heard that Philip had 
the toothache;. but still 1 think it so much 
better .to leave these things to mend them¬ 
selves.^* 

So the spring and summerdays drag them¬ 
selves away» and Irene finds herself further 
and foriher from her husband’s confidence 
and affisetion, and growmg almost accus- 
tona^d-to its being so. His love for her at 
tlpattme is shown by strange fits and starts. 
Sometimes he hardly opens his lips for days 
together* either at meals or when they are 
alone; at others he will lavish on her pas¬ 
sionate caresses that bum at Uie moment, 
but seem to leave no warmth behind them. 
But one thing she sees always. However 
little her husband cared for her adopted 
child in the olden days, he never notices 
him now, except it be to order him out of 
the way in the same tone of voice that he 
would use to a dog. For this reasou Irene 
attributes his altered mood in a great meas^ 
ure to the effect of jealousy (which she has 
heard some men exhibit to the verge in- 
sa^ty), and,with her usual tact, keepaTom- 
my as much out of his sight as possible. 
She instiuites a day nursery somewhere at 
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ibe topof die house,and aplayground where 
the boy can neither be seen nor heard; and 
lets him take his meals and walks with 
Phcebe, and visits him almost by stealth, 
and as it she were committing some evil by 
the act. It is a sacrifice on her part, but, 
aUhough she faithfully adheres to it, it 
makes no difference in the distance kept 
up between her husband’s heart and hers. 

She follows Colonel Mordaunt’s form 
about the rooms with wistful anxious eyes, 
that implore him to break down the barriers 
between diem, and be once more what he 
used to be; but the appeal is made in vain. 
Her health, too, then commences to give 
way, and she grows pale, and thin, and mis- 
erable^Iooking. At last she feels that she 
can be:^ the solitude and the suspense no 
longer. June, Julyaad August have passed 
away in weary expectation of relief. Muir- 
Hvehis in India, Oliver at Seamouth. She 
looks around her, and can find no friend to 
whom she can. tell her distress. 

One night she has gone to bed in more 
than usually bad spirits, and Iain awake 
thinking of the sad change that has come 
o«*er her married life, and crying quietly as 
«Ue speculates upon the cause.. She hears 
Isabella stealing up stairs, as though at 
every step she were asking pardon of the 
ground for.presosihig to tread upon it; and 
Airs. Quekett (of>whom the poor child can 
scarcely think without a shudder, so truly 
doesshe in some occult manner connecther 
present unhappiness with the housekeeperis 
malignant infiuence) clumping ponderous* 
iy, as if the world itself were honored by 
her patronage; mid the maids seeking the 
upper stories, and joking about the meu* 
servants as Lhey go ; and then all is ^ent 
and profoundly stilij ^d the stable clock 
Strikes the hour of midnight, and yet her 
husband does not join her. Irene knows 
where he is; she can picture him to herself 
—sitting all alone in his study, poring over 
hi» accounts, and stopping every other min^ 
ute to pass his hand wearily across bis brO w 
and keave a deep sigh that seems to tear his 
very heartstrings. IVhyisitso? Why has 
■ she let all this go on so long? Why should 
she let it last.oue moment Icuger? If she 
bus done wrong, she uiil ask his forgive¬ 
ness ; it he has heard tales against her, she 
will explain them all away.. ICothlng stands 
between them except her pride, and she 
will sacrifice It for his sal^-^for the sake 
of her dear old husband, who has always 


been so kind to her until this miserable 
mysterious cloud rose up between them. 
Irene is a creature of impulse, and no soon¬ 
er has her good angel thus spOk^ tb her 
than she is out of bed, and has thrown a 
wrapper round her figure and slipped her. 
naked feet into a pair of shoes. She will 
not even stay to light a candle, for some¬ 
thing tells her that, if she deliberates, the 
time for explanation will have passed away 
—perhaps forever; but quickly leaves her 
bedroom, and gropes her way down the 
staircase to the door of her husband’s room. 
A faint streak of light is visible through the 
keyhole, but all within is silent as the grave; 
and as Irene grasps the handle she can hear 
nothing but the beating of her own heart. 

Colonel Hordaunt is sitting, as she im^- 
iued, in his study-chair, not occupied vrith 
his accounts, but leaning baClc, with his eyes 
closed, and bis hands folded befoi’e him list¬ 
lessly, inanimately, miserable. He used to 
be an ummualiy hale and youug-looMsg 
mau of his age. Irene thongbt, upon their 
first introduction, that he was the fin^t 
specimen of an old- gentleman she had- ever 
seen; but all that is past now. Life and 
energy seem as completely to have departed 
from the shrijiukea figure and nerveless 
hand as the appearance of youth has from 
the wrinkled face. It is about the middle 
of September, and the next day is the open¬ 
ing of the cub-hunting se^on—an anniver¬ 
sary which has been generally kept with 
many honors at Fen Court. Colonel Kbr-^ 
daunt, who before hism^riage held uo^ In¬ 
terest in life beyond the . pleasures of the 
field, aiid who has reaped laurels far afid 
wide in his capacity as masted of the Glut* 
tonbuiy foxhounds, has been in the habit 
of throwing open his house to the public, 
both gentle and simple, on the occurrence of 
the first meet of the season; ai*d, although 
his late lack of energy is a general theme of 
conversation among the sportsmen of the 
county, the hospiuible custom will not be 
broken through on this occasion. 

■ Preparations on a large scale for the fes¬ 
tivity have been arranged and carried oat, 
without the slightest reference to Irene, be¬ 
tween himself and Mrs. Quekett; and to¬ 
morrow morning every room on the lower 
tluor of the Court will be laid with break¬ 
fast for the benefitof the numerousgentle- 
meu and their tenant-farmers -who will con¬ 
gregate on Colonel Monluuni’slawniocele¬ 
brate the renewal of their amusement. 
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At other times how excited and interest¬ 
ed has been the master of the foxhounds 
about everything connected with the recep¬ 
tion of his guests. To-night he has per¬ 
mitted the housekeeper to go to bed with¬ 
out making a single inquiiy as to whether 
she is prepared to meet the heavy demands 
which will be made upon her with the 
morning light; and though, as a matter of 
duty, he has visited the kennel, it has been 
done with such an air of languor as to call 
forth the remark from the whipper-in that 
he “ shouldn't he in the least surprised if 
the colonel was breaking up, and this was 
the last season they would ever hunt to¬ 
gether.** 

And tlien the poor heart-broken man 
crept back, like a wounded animal, to hide 
himself in the privacy of his own room, 
where he now sits, alone and miserable, 
brooding over wbat has been and what 
may be, and longing for the time when all 
shall be over with him, and his sorrows 
bidden in the secret-keeping grave. He is 
so aibsorbed in his own thoughts that he 
does not hear the sound of Irene*a light 
footsteps, though idie blunders against sev¬ 
eral articles in the dark ball before she 
reaches him; and the first thing which ap* 
prizes him of any one’s approach is her un¬ 
certain handling of the door. 

•* Who is there?” he demands, sharply; 
for he suspects it may be Hrs. Quekett, 
come to torture him afresh with new tales 
and doubts against Irene’s character. 

. The puly answer he receives is conveyed 
by another hasty rattle at the handle of 
the door, and then it is thrown open, and 
ids wife, clad in a long white dressing- 
gown, with her fair hair streaming down 
her bad:, appears upon the threshold. 

He shudders at the sight, and draws a 
little backward; hut he does not speak to 
her. 

“Philip! Philip!’’ she exclaims, impa¬ 
tiently, and trembling lest all her courage 
should evaporate before she has had time 
for explanation, “don’t look like that, 
bpeak to me. Tell me what I have done 
wrong, and I will ask your forgiveness for 
it,” 

He does not speak to her even then; but 
he turns his weary grief-ladeu face towards 
iier witli silent reproach that cuts her to 
the.heart, and brings her sobbing to his 
feet. 

"What have I said? What have I done,” 


she questions through her tears, “ that you 
should behave so coldly to me ? O Philip. 
I cannot bear this misery any loirger! Only 
tell me how 1 have offended you, and I 
will ask your pardon on my knees.” 

“Don’t kneel there,” ho says, in a dry 
husky voice, as he tries to edge away from 
contact with her. “I have not blamed 
you. I have kept silence, and I have done 
it for the best. By breaking it I shall but 
make the matter worse.” 

“ I do not believe it,” she says, eneiget- 
ically. “ Philip, what is this matter you 
are so desirous to conceal ? If it is shame¬ 
ful, it can be in no wise connected with- 
me.” 

“ So young,” he utters, dreamily, “ (were 
you nineteen or twenty on your lost birth¬ 
day, Irene?) and yet so full of deceitt 
Child, how can you look at me and say 
such tilings? Do you wish to crowd my 
heart with still more bitter memories than 
it holds at present?” 

“ You are raving, Philip,” she answers, 
“or I have been shamefully traduced to 
you. O, was I sure of it! Why did I not 
speak before ? That vsomdn who has suck 
a hold over yon that— 

“Hush! hash!” he says, faintly; “it is 
not so. I have had better evidence than 
that; but, for God’s sake, don’t let tuf 
speak of it. I have tried to shield you, 
Irene. I will shield yon still; bat whilst 
we live this matter must never more be 
discussed between us, or I cannot answer 
for the consequences.” 

“And do you think,” she replies, draw¬ 
ing herself up proudly, “ that I will live 
under your protection, and eat your bread, 
and avail myself of all the privileges which 
in the name of your wife accrue to me. 
whilst there is a dead wall of suspicion, 
and unbelief, and silence raised between 
ns, and I am no more your wife, in the true 
meaning of the word, than that table is ? 
You mistake me, Philip. 1 have been open 
and true with you from the beginning, and. 
I will take nothing less at your hands now.. 
I do not ask it—I demand oa a rii/W—to be 
told what is the secret that separates us 
and if you refuse to tell me, I will leave 
your bouse, whatever it may cost me, and 
live among strangers sooner than with so 
terrible an enemy.” 

He raises his eyes, and looks at her defi¬ 
ant figure with the utmost compassion. 

“Poorchild! you think to brave itont* 
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<16 you? But where \rouJd you go? What 
<ioor would open to receive you?’* 

ain ijot so friendless as you seem to 
*thmk,” she answers, growing angry under 
his continued pity. “ There are some who 
love me still and believe in me, and would 
refuse to listen to accusations which they 
are ashamed to repeat.” 

“Would you go to hi/n?” he cries, sud- 
•denly, as a sharp pang pierces his heart. 

As this insulting question strikes her 
•ear, Irene might stand for a model of out* 
raged womanhood—so tall, and stalely, aud 
indignant does she appear. 

“To whom do you presume to aUudef* 

Colonel Mordaunt shrinks before her 
hungry eyes. There is something in them 
a&d in her voice which commands him to 
jepiy, and he rises from his seat, and goes 
towards the escritoire. 

“1 would have saved you from this,” he 
s&ys, mournfully. “ I wished to save you, 
biit-lt has been hi vain. O Irene, I have 
home it for more than three months by 
myself I Fity and forgive me that I could 
not bear it better. I would rather it had 
killed me than it had come to this.” 

Ge takes out the tom aud crumpled 
sheet of notepaper that he has so often 
wept over in secret, and lays.it on the desk 
before her. 

“Don’t speak,” he continues; “don’t 
try to excuse yourself; .it would be useless, 
for you that I know all. Only remem¬ 
ber that X—I—have forgiven you, Irene— 
and wish.sliH to watch over and protect 
you.” 

She takes the scribbled fragment in her 
hand aud reads it, and colors painfully hi 
the perusal. Then she says, shortly; 

“Who gave you this?” » 

**What signifies who gave it me? Tou 
.wrote, and X have seen it.” 

“Very true; but what then? Was it a 
crime to write it?” 

Colonel Kordauot regards his wife as 
though she had been demented. 

“IToa it a crime to write it?” he repeats. 

It is not the letter—itis of what itspeaks. 
‘Surely—surely you cannot be so hardened 
os aottu look upon that In the light of a 
.crime!” 

*• X know it to be a crime, Philip, aud a 
very grievous one; but it has nothing to 
■do with me—except, perhaps, that I should 
have told you whcu X found that it was 
hl«.” 


“ When you found loftat was his? Irene I 
you are torturing me. You told me at the 
Glottonbury ball that you had never met 
this man Muiraven, with whom I find you 
correspond in terms of familiarity. tVhat 
is the secret between you ? lu God’s name 
speak out now, aud tell me the worst I 
Death would be preferable to the agony of 
suspense that I am suffering.” 

“ There is no secret between us. I never 
told Lord Huiraven of what I now see X 
should have informed you—that I found 
out from Myra Cray’s papers that he U the 
father of her child,” 

“The child, then, is Myra Cray’s?” he 
s^ys, with hungry eyes that starve for her 
reply. 

“IFftosedo you suppose it is?” shede- 
tnands, with an angry stamp of her foot. 
Her figure is shaking with excitement; she 
has struck her clenched hand upon her 
heart. Beneath her blazing looks he 
to shrink and shrivel into nothing. 

“Forgive! O forgive me, Iren©FV he 
murmurs, as he sinks down into a.ch^r 
again, and covers his face from view. 
“ But look at the paper—read what it says, 
and judge what I must have thought of 
it.” " . ' 

She seizes the letter again, and, ruuping 
her eye rapidly up and down its characters, 
gives vent to a sort of groan. But suddenly 
her face lights up witlj renewed energy. 

” Stop I” she says, commaudingiy, as she 
seizes <Mie of the candies off the table and 
leaves tho room. In a few minutes—^min¬ 
utes which seem like ages to him—she is 
back ^ain, with toe corresponding frag¬ 
ment of her mutilated letter (which, it 
may be remembered, she thrust into her 
davenport) in her hand, fihe does not 
deign to offer auy further explanation, but 
places them side by side upou the desk be¬ 
fore him, and stands there, silent and 
offended, until he shall see how grossly he 
has wronged her. lie reads toe unfinished 
epistle in its entirety now: 

“ilr DEAR Lord ^uiRAVErf,—What 
you said this evening has decided me to 
write to you on a subject which has given 
me much anxiety of late. It is very pain-' 
fui to me to have to allude to it before you: 
but I believe it to be lay duty. You have 
taken a great interest in the child called 
Tommy Brown, and you say that, should X 
discover who is his father, I should be 
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boQtid to let him know of the boy’s eiist- 
onee. What will you say if I tell yeu that 
i firmly believe he is yaar own cMidf Do 
not think I have condemned you without 
proof. The papers in my possession con¬ 
tain your letters to Myra Cray, his mother 
—^yonr photograph and a lock of your hair 
—so that I cannot believe I am mistaken. 
I love the dear child as my own; indeed, 
to all intents and purposes he is my own, 
and it would break my heart now to part 
with him: so that you may think how 
much it costs me to make this known to 
you. But, since he belongs to you, I feel 
you have the better right to him. In the 
old days I told —" 

He arrives at the finish, where Irene’s 
mind came to the conclusion that she could 
write something better, and induced her to 
break off and tear her letterinto the hives 
that lie, side by side, before him now. He 
has read it all, and sees the groundlessness 
of the suspicion he has entertained against 
her fair fame, and is ready to sink into the 
earth with shame to think he has been 
base enough to suspect her at all. And he 
dares not speak to her, even to entreat her 
pardon, but lets the paper slip from be¬ 
neath his trembling fingers, and sits there, 
humiliated even to the dust. 

When I told you that 1 had never met 
Lord Muiraven before,” rings out through 
the awful stillness Irene’s clear cold voice, 
“ I said what I believed to be the truth. I 
had met Erie Heir; but 1 did not know at 
that time that he had Inherited his brother’s 
title. When I saw him at the ball, and 
learned my mistake, I tried all I could to 
■dissuade you from asking him to Fen Court. 

I did not wish to see or meet him again. 
But when he came, and 1 saw him and 
Myra’s child together, and heard his opin¬ 
ion on the subject, I thought it would he but 
just to let him know I had discovered that 
he was Tommy’s father; and I wrote more 
than one letter to him, but destroyed them 
all. How tiiat fragment came into your 
possession, I do not know; but of one 
thing I am certain,” continues Irene, with 
disdain, “ that I have never deceived you 
wittingly; and that when I kept back the 
knowledge I had gained respecting the 
child’s parentage, it was more from a wish 
to spare your feelings and my own, than 
not to repose confidence in you. And when 
I took the boy under my protection, I had 


no idea whose child he was. I learned it 
from some letters which his mother left 
behind her, and which Mrs. Cray brought 
to me, weeks after he had come to the 
Court.” 

She finishes her confession, as she began 
it, with an air of conscious virtue mixed 
with pride; and then she waits to hear 
what her husband may have to say in reply. 
But .all the answer she obtains is from the 
sound of one or two quick gasping sobs. 
The man is weeping. 

“ O my poor love!” she cries, as she flies 
to fold him in her aruis. ” Dow you must 
have suffered under this cruel doubt! For¬ 
give me for being even the ulterior cause 
of if. But how could you have thought it 
of me, Philip—of your poor Irene, whqhas 
liever been otherwise than true to youT’ 
My angel!” is all he can munnur^ as 
they mingle their tears and kisses together. 

“ Why did you never tell me?” contin¬ 
ues Irene. “ Why did you keep this miser- . 
able secret to yourself for so many -WeS^ 
months f” 

“ How could I tell you, my child? What! 
come boldly and accuse your innocence of 
that which I blush now to think I could 
associate with you, even in thought? Irene, 
can you forgive ?” 

“ Hot the doubt—the silence—the want 
of faith,” she answers; but then, perceiv¬ 
ing how his poor face falls again, quickly 
follows up the new wound with a remedy. 
“O yes, my dearest, I can forgive yon all, 
for the sake of the love that prompted it.” 

“I have loved yon,” he says, simply; 
and she answers that she knows it well, 
and that she had no right to place herself 
in a position to raise his inquiry. And 
then they bury themselves anew in one an¬ 
other’s arm?, and peace is forever cemented 
between them. 

“ Let me tell you everything—from the 
very beginning,” says Irene, as she dries 
her eyes and seats herself at her husband’s 
knees. 

"Hothing that will give you pain, my 
darling. I am a brute to have mistrusted 
you for a moment. Henceforward you 
may do just as you like.” 

” But I owe it to myself, Philip, and to 
—to Lord Muiraven. With respect, then, 
to having met him before, it is the truth. 
We knew each other when my mother was 
alive.” 

“And you loved each other, Irene,” sug- 
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ges^ .hor busb^d, impatient to be contra* 
Rioted. 

“Tes, we loved each oUjer,” sbe an¬ 
swers, quietly, ^ter ibe e^cjtement sbe 
bas just gone through, even this avowal 
has no^ the power io disturb h^r. 

Colphcl biordaunt sighs deeply. 

“ O Philip! do ugt sigh lifee' th^t, pr I 
shall not have the courage to he ^rank 
with you.” . 

"I was wjopg,.Irene; lor let me telljou 
that this portion of your story I 
already heard from your mother.” 
tpjd you all 

told me that- some ope I 

npw conclude to have been this man dfhi' 
raven) paid his addresses -to.yon;^ 
being , ashed what were bis intei^ons, 
veered off in the most scoondjieUy manner, 
.^and.saidhe had nope.” 

.She hw not blushed for herself, but she 
bfhehes now rosy red .for Aim. 

“poor mamma mistahen, Philip, 
thought too much of me and of.ipy 
It^pihess. She could make no aliow^^e 
for bun. ^d then it was partly h.er own 
fault. I always had my own way with her, 
^d she left us so much together.’’ 

“Touwant to excuse his conduct^’ he 
asked. 

** In ao far that I am sure be had no in¬ 
tention gf injuring me. What he said at 
time was true. Jt was out of his powi^ 
to marry me—or any one. Had he bgen 
able to ^duce his reasons, it wouM b&ve 
saved both my mother and myself mu<d3 
pfliu; but he could not. He was thought¬ 
less— so were we. I exonerate him from 
any.greater crime.” 

has made you believe this since 
coming here, Irene.” 

“Don’t say ‘made’ me believe’ him, 
Philip. He only told me the truth; and it 
was an explanation he owed both to me 
and himself. Had 1 thought my listening 
to it would impugn your honor, I would 
not have done so.” 

He squeezes the hand he holds, and she 
goes on: 

“ I bad no idea that Tommy was his 
child until I read some papers that Hyra 
Cray had left behind her, and which con¬ 
tained among other things, bis photograph. 
The discovery shocked me greatly, and I 
had no wish to meet him afterwards. You 
may remember how earnestly I be^ed you 
hot to invite him to stay at the Ck)urt,” 


Oohmel .hfqrdaunt nods his head, then 
stoops and kisses her. 

“ When Ix)rd Huiraven came; be seeinied 
to take a great interest in Tommy, aqd €a- 
prpssed him^lf so strongly oh "^e subject 
of my ndt kwping the hb^s birth a.^cret 
from.^e boy’s father, should I evdr meet 
hi’m,.Uiat it ind uced roe lo write the'letter 
you .'h;ive before you. 1 love ‘ifie dhilcl 
deafly; but I felt that, after what'h^ 
happened, it was a kii?d of ifraud to k^p 
,you in . Ignorance of his p^rent^e; 
therefore I h^ every inteiition of making 
him over to jus rightful oi^er—knd'si^ffl 
have done to before how, only 
^oirayen is in India.” 

“I ^ah you had told me thatfropa the 
fet, Irene. I can trust you to tell ifie^tiSe 
truth. Do you love this man still 

.She grows crimson, but,she does Mt 

■‘“Yes,” she says, in a low voice. 

Colonel hlordaunt groan^ and tunn bis 
face away. 

. “O my dear husband, why did you 
me such a question? 1 love Muirayen— 
y^Ml It was the first romance of my ijfe— 
and mine is not a nature to fp^et 
But I love you alTO. Have J ‘ not a 
dutiful and affectionate wife to you ? ^are 
1 ever disregarded your wishes, or sfipwn 
^version to your company? You have l^n 
good and loring to me, and I have 
faithful to you in though^ word and 
Philip, Philip—answer me. You married 
me, knowing that the old wound wps.ujDh 
healed; yon have made me as hapjiy aaft 
was possible for me to be. I say that I 
have not been ungrateful—that Ihave x^t 
left utterly unrequited your patience 
|ppg-9nff€fing.” 

He opens his arms, and takes her ihte 
his embrace, and soothes her as one 'WoiM 
soothe a weeping child. 

“ No!—no, my darling. You have been 
all that is dearest, and truest, and best to 
me. You are right. I knew that the 
treasure of your heart was riot inine. J 
said that I would accept the smallest 
crumbs of’ love you had to spare for me 
with gratitude; and yet I have' been base 
enough to consider myself wronged, be¬ 
cause 1 find that I do not possess the whole. 
It is I who should ask your pardon, Irene 
—as I do, my darling—with my whole heart 
I say, Forgive me for all the pain I have 
Caused you, and let us thank God together 
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thilt we hare fallen info each other’s hands. 
It might have been worse, roy dearest, 
might it not?” 

“It might indeed, dear Philip; and 
henceforward I trust it may be much bet¬ 
ter than it has been. You know every¬ 
thing now, and from this evening wo will 
register a vow never to keep a secret from 
. one another again. If you snspect me of 
anything, you must come at once and tell 
me, and I will do the same to you. And, 
_ fo show, you I am in earnest, I will give up 
—for your sake, Philip—I will give up”— 
with a short sob—“ Tommy ?’ 

He does not refuse to accept this sacri- 
dce on her part, although he longs to do 
so. Uanlite, he decides nothing in a burry. 

“ I do not know what to say to your pro- 
.p^sai, Irene. It is best left for future con¬ 
sideration. Meanwhile, I am determined 
on one point—Mrs. Quekelt leaves iuy ser¬ 
vice as fooD as ever I can get rid of her,” 

“0,1 am fo glad! everything will go 
right now. It is she, then, who brought 
rnu this letter?” 

“As she has brought me endies.s tales 
.tnd .insinuations against yourself, which, 
a^ilst my reason and faith rejected, my 
memory could not help retaining. That 
woman is mixed up with all the misery of 
my youfo, and she would have poisoned 
the happiness of my later years. She 
grudges me even to die in peace.*’ 

“She can never harm us again,” Irene 
tays, sodthingty. 

“ has tried fo harm you, [Kror dar- 
llug. .more than you have any idea of. Her 
hirits and repetitions, and shameful innu- 
. endues worked so upon my evil nature that 
they-corrupted all ray sense of justice, and 
turned my blood to gall. Do you remem- 
my going up to town for a couple of 
days iu the hegiuuiug of August, Irene P’ 

••Yes, Philip,” 

“ Do you know what I left home forP’ 

•* I have not the least idea. Business, 
was it not?’ 

•• The devil's business, dear. I went fo 
consult my lawyer about drawiug up a new 
will, and leaving everything I possess, 
iway from you, to Oliver P.alafon.” 

•‘ Did you?” she says, a little sUrlled. 

“ I thought to myself,” continues Colonel 
Mordaunt, “ that, as soon as ever I was 
dead, you would go and mar.-y Muiraven on 
my money, and iu.staii him here.” 

•• O Philip! • 


“ Don’t interrupt me, darling, and don’t 
curse me; remember I was mad with jeal¬ 
ousy and love of you; so I did it. Yes, 
Irene; had I died before this explanation 
took place between us, you would have 
been left (but for your own little portion) 
penniless. My will, as It now stands, 
leaves you nothing bat a dishonored name. 
Thank God, who has given me the oppor- 
tunity to undo this great wrong T' 

Bbould not have cursed you dearest,** 
she says, softly. 

“But He would. Yet not now—not 
now. There are two things for me to do 
to-morrow. One is to dismiss Qnekett, 
and the other fo go up to town and see 
Selwyn again.” 

“Ton can’t go to-morrow, Philip; it Is 
cub-hunting day.” 

“ Bother the cub-hunllng! I must go! I 
shall not rest until this matter is pat right.” 

“But what will every oue say? It will 
look so strange. The first meet of the 
season, and the master absent I ludeM, 
dear Philip, you must put off your visit to 
town; one day cannot make much differ- 
euce.” 

“It may make all the difference in the 
world, Irene.” 

“ Nonsense she says, playfully, for she 
knows it will be an immense’ concession 
on his part to go. “ Now, take my advice; 
wait till the day after to-raorrow to accom- 
plish.both these changes. When the house 
is fun of company is not the time fo choose 
for dismissing servants or altering wills. 
Let us spend to-morrow as we Intended. 
You will be hunting ail day, you know, 
aud the day after you shall have your own 
way.” 

•• My sweetest I . That I should have done 
you such an injury. How can I ever for¬ 
give myself? What can I do to show my 
penitence and make amends ? I, too, have 
a story to tell you, Irene-a confession to 
make, that, but for my cowardice, should 
have been yours from the very first, but I 
feared so greatly to lose your esteem. The 
past life of a mail of my age cannot be ex¬ 
pected to prove ail unwrilteu page. Yet I 
believe that even your purity will be able 
to make some excuse for me.” 

“Do not tell it to me to-night, Philip; 
you are looking overtired as it is. Come 
to bed, and leave ail these vexing questions 
aloue for the present. Why, it is past one, 
and the breakfast is to bo laid at seven. 
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Come, dear Philip, you will be fit for hoth- 
ing without a good night’s rest.” 

Still he lingers and is doubtful. 

“1 ought to be as frank to you as you 
have been to me.” 

“ You shall, at a more fitting moment, 
dearest. You shall tell me everything, 
and I will pardon you before I hearit. But 
this Is not the time; think how much you 
have to go through to-morrow.” 

“Irene I I ought to go to town to-morrow; 
something tells me so.” 

“And something tells me that the whole 
county will be talking about it if you do. 
Why, my dearest Philip, just think of the 
general dismay when the members of the 
hunt arrive to find you going or gone. 
What on earth should I say to them ? 
“Hiey would declare you were out of your 
mind. Indeed, you mustn’t think of it.” 

“Well, I suppose I mustn’t; but the first 
thing on Friday morning I’m off. O my 
<*ild, how different the B'orld looks to me 
to what it did an hour ago I What a load 
you have lifted off my heart I And you 
love me a little still, don’t you ?” 

“I love you a veiy great deal, Philip; 
nor would Ivihange your love now for that 
of any man living. O, how wrong It was 
of you to suspect me, dearest! How thin 
andh^gard ithas made youl I believe 
even you are weaker than you were.” 

“’Turned-me into quite an old fo^; 
hasn’t-it, my-child? Who would think, 
looking on us now for the first time, that 
we were man and wife ? Though my rose 
is not so blooming as she Used to be, either; 
and it has been all my fault. Ifever mind; 
wo are ha]^ again once more, and it shall 
bo my endeavor to preserve onr peace nn- 
disturbcd. I shall look only five-and- 
twenty by the end of the nest month 
Irene.” 

“ I like you best as yon are,” she whis¬ 
pers, softly; and, encircled by each other’s 
arms, they wind up the staircase to their 
bedchamber, though Colonel Jlordaurit 
cannot resist leaving hold of his wife for 
one instant to shake his fist at Mrs. Que- 
kett’s door. 

“-You go out of this as soon as ever I 
have the time to kick you,” he says, defi¬ 
antly; “ and never more shall you darken 
threshold of mine. She has an annuity 
under my father’s will,” he continues to 
Irene, “and she may make the most of it. 
We shall have one mouth the less to feed, 


and one room the more to live in on her 
' departure, my dear.” 

“And an incalculably less amount of 
■ miscbief, PhUip. I don’t mind telling yon 
now, dear, that she has been the bane of 
"my mamed life, and I wish to Heaven I 
had never seen her.” 

Amen! But she has done her worst, my 
darting, and she shall never harm you 
more. God forgive me for having let her 
do so at all P’ 

So they pass into their own room, and lie 
down and sleep the restful sleep that comes 
when souls are satisfied, and hearts are 
open and content. 

The nest morning Fen Court is a scene 
of unusual bustle and confusion. By the 
time Irene is dressed j the rattling of Mves 
and forks and the popping of corks is over, 
the heavy breakfast has come to a close, 
and the lawn is covered with horsemen 
and dogs, and the crisp September air is 
filled with the sound of voices, the yelping 
of hormds, and the restless stamping of 
horses, impatient to be oflL 

She does not leave her room rmtil they 
have all ridden away; but she watches the 
gay cavalcade through the open window. 
While she is contemplating It, inrushes 
her husband, arrayed in pink, looking very 
excited, very happy, and full of spirits. 

“We’re off, rny omt darling,”, he says; 
“one kiss before I go.” And then he 
holds her from him and regards her stead- 
fas'ily. “God bless you, my Irene! God 
reward you for all your goodness to rhe! I 
slx&ll be back by seven.’’ 

She embraces him eagerly in return. 

“.tad I shall count the hours till you 
come h^e, Philip. What is that noise, 
dear?” as a considerable disturbance is 
heard upon the gravel outside. 

Colenel Slordaunt looks through the 
window-blind. 

“ Only that brute of a horse of mine; he 
hasn’t had enough exercise lately. What 
a mess he’s made of the drive I I'll take it 

out of the beast.” 

“Be careful, Philip.” 

“ What! are you going to coddle me in 
my old age?” he says, delighted at her 
caution. “Yes, I’ll be careful, darUng. 
God bless you, once morel” And, with a 
finM kiss, he tears himself away and ruiu 
down stairs. In another minute he has 
mounted his rebellions animal, and, in 
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company ^vith some of .the pnncipal, mem¬ 
bers of the hant, taken his.WAy^ownrthe 
driye, followed by the remainder of the 
horsemen and the Irene’s eyes fol¬ 

low him as long as he is in sight, and she 
sighs to observe how loosely his coat hangs 
abont him, and how much more he stoops 
on horseback than he used to do. 

•‘But, please God, we will remedy all 
that,” she thinks, as the last man turns out 
of the drive gates, and she quits her post of 
observation. “As soon as we have settled 
what is to be done about Quekett -and 
Tommy, I will persuade Philip to take a 
little change to the seaside with me, or, 
perha^M, to run over to Paris for a month.” 

At the thought of her ^opted .child, and 
the fear that she may have to part with 
him, the tears well up into her eyes, but 
she brushes them away. 

“ I will not cry about it until I am sure. 
Somehow I fancy, now Philip knows how 
attached I am to the boy, he will hit on 
some plan by which 1 may keep him; and, 
if not—well, I must do my duty, that's 
all.” 

She will not let her thoughts dwell on 
the subject, but orders the carriage and 
takes Tommy and Phcebe on a shopping 
expedition to Glottonbury. She is anxious 
to keep away from the Court as much as 
iwssible imtil Philip comes back again, for 
fear she should encounter Mrs. Quekett, 
and not be able to restrain herself from 
saying what she thinks concerning her. 
So, on her return, she locks herself up in 
her bedroom with a book, and falls fast 
asleep, until her maid rouses her with an 
intimation that It is past her usual time for 
dressing. 

“ The second gong has gone, ma’am, and 
the dinner’s all ready, and only waiting for 
the colonel to be sent up.” 

“Why didn’t you wake me before, 
Phoebe?” 

. “ I knocked at the door several times, 
ma’am, but it was no use, you were that 
fast. Which dress will you please to wear 
to-night ?” 

“ O, anything that will go ou quickest. 
The old black one, that will do.” 

The clock on the mantel-piece clumes 
the half hour as she enters the drawing¬ 
room. 

“ Philip is very late to-night,” she thinks. 
“It’s quite dark. They can’t be hunting 


now. Se must have gone home with aozne 
of his friends.” 

At the. same time.it strikes her as strange 
that, after their conversation of the night 
before, and his unwillingness to leave her 
this morning, he should penult anything 
lo prevent his returning to her side. 

The weather has become damp anti 
chilly, and they have commenced fires in 
the evenings. She sits down before hers 
now, and shiveb slightly. 

“ I wish I hadn’t put on a low dress, it is 
really growing cold, and this house is 
draughty. I wonder where Isabella is, I 
haven’t seen her all day.” 

Then she rings the bell. 

“ Where is Miss Mqrdaunt?” 

“ In her room, I believe, naa’ani'” 

“ 1 wish you’d send word to her toeotne 
down. Say dinner is r^dy.” 

“ Isdinner to be served, ma’am?” 

“No,.of course not,” ratb^ &har}dy, 
and with another shiver. “ Wait for :tJie 
colonel. Only tell Miss Mordaunt I am 
feeling lonely, and wish that she would 
join me.” 

The servant withdraws to do her bidding, 
and she still crouches by the hre, in her 
black dress, shivering. 

The door opeus. Miss Mordaunt appeajs. 

“It is very late, Isabella. What can 
have come to Philip?” 

“ Pm sure I can’t say, Mrs. Mordaunt— 
that is, of course, Philip.is his own master 
—but still, what do you think?” 

“How can I tell?*’ rather fractionsly; 
“ it is what I asked you.” 

Miss Mordaunt, rebuked, retires in si¬ 
lence to the further end of the drawing- 
room, while Irene sits by the fire and 
fears—she knows not what. 

Eight o’clock strikes—half past eight—a 
quarter to nine—and they are still alone. 

“ What can have happened ?” exclaims 
Irene, suddenly, as she springs up from 
her position, and turns a burning face to¬ 
wards her companion. 

“O my dear Mrs. Mordaunt, what can 
have ? But you quite alarm me. Hadn’t 
we better—but, doubtless, you know best,” 

“Hush!” says Irene, in a voice of au¬ 
thority, as she stands upright to listen. 

For there is a noise as of many voices, 
each t^ing to bush down the other, in the 
hall. 

[to be COXTCfUED.] 
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AN UNFORTUNATE MATCH. 


BY FLOBENCE 

CHAPTER sn. 

Confused voices, some earnest and some 
quavering, Lut all low, except one, whose 
inquiries culminate in a little shriek which 
makes Irene’s blood turn cold to hear. She 
has advanced to the drawing-room door, 
and stands there, grasping the handle and 
shuddering with fear: half guessing at the 
coaming shadow, but too frightened to go 
out and meet it face to face. What are 
those feet which seem unable to tread 
otherwise than heavily, yet are accompa¬ 
nied by others stepping upon tiptoe, whose 
owners keep on whispering caution as they 
go? 

Why is the hall of Fen Court full of 
strange sounds and presences? what is it 
they have brought home so helplessly 
among them? She knows: the instinct of 
afCection has told her the truth, but she is 
not yet able to receive it, and stands there 
listening, with the lifeblood frozen in her 
veins, waiting till the visitation of Qod 
shall descend upon her bead. 

There is no such agony in this world as 
suspense. When we know for certain that 
death, or treachery, or separation has come 
between us and those whom we hold dear¬ 
est, the pain may be acute, but still the 
worst is before us: we can measure it and 
our own strength, and every day we find 
the difference between the two grow 
until, with a thankful heart, we can 
knowledge that, even though it embitter 
Uie remainder of our career, it is not un- 
beamble. 

But to be kept in suspense: to be left 
bebiod the black veil that reserve, or cruel¬ 
ty, or wantof thought may raise between 
us and our fellow-creatures: to fluctuate 
between hope, and doubt, and despair, un¬ 
til our outraged affection sickens and dies 
of repeated disappointments; this is the 
most terrible trial the human heart is capa¬ 
ble of enduring, compared to which physi¬ 
cal torture In ito worst shape would appear 
trifling. And yet at times we inflict it on 
each other. But I think Heaven will hold 
the murderer, who strikes down his victim 
in a fit of rage, as innocent beside the tnan 
or woman who, having gained supremacy 


MAERYAT. 

over another heart, kills it by inches with 
slow drawn-out suspense. The nature of 
the poisoner, who deals out death by Infin¬ 
itesimal grains of powder, is angelic by 
comparison. 

Irene’s deepest feelings are not here con¬ 
cerned, but she is torturing herself cruelly 
by standing at the drawing-room door. She 
is in the condition of the criminal con¬ 
demned by martial law, who, his last mo¬ 
ment having arrived, awaits with bandaged 
eyes and almost pulseless heart tlie volley 
that is to put him out of his misery. At 
last she is roused by the sound of Isabella 
sniffling behind her handkerchief. 

‘*0 my dear Mrs. Mordaunt! I really 
feel quite frightened. Ho you think it is 
possible anything can have happened? I 
don’t want to alarm you, of course; but 
still—and Philip not having come home, 
you see— 

She can stand it no longer, then, but 
with aa effort dashes open the door and 
walks out blindly into the passage. The 
way is barricaded by Phoebe, who has evi¬ 
dently been set to keep guard, and whose 
eyes, red with crying, and wild with fear, 
are wandering incessantly from the hall to 
the drawing-room, and the drawing-room 
to the hall. 

“ O my dear lady!” she exclaims, as soon 
as she catches sight of her mistress. “Pray 
go back again; they don’t want you there 
just now.” 

“Where? What do you mean? Tell 
me at onceP’ says Irene, in a tone of au¬ 
thority. 

“ O, it’s nothing, my dear lady; indeed, 
it’s nothing; but they’re busy, and they say 
you must keep in the drawing-room. And 
O! whatdTBl to do?” continues the girl, 
despairingly, as her mistress advances on 
her without the slightest hesitation. 

"It is the colonel I I know it. It’s no 
use your denying it. Where have they 
taken him?” 

" O, I’m not sure, ma’am—into the 
moming-room, I think; but do stop and see 
Mrs. Quekett first.” 

"Mrs. Quekett!” in a voice of the su- 
premest contempt. ‘ ‘ Let me pass, Phoebe; 
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do not attempt to stop me. I should have 
heen told of this at once.’* 

She hurries on—^half fainting with fear, 
but 80 majestically grand in her right to 
know the worst, that the servants that line 
the hall make no eifoit to bar her progress, 
but draw back, awestruck, and look after 
ber with their aprons to their eyes. 

The morning-room seems full of people, 
and the first who make way for her upon 
the threshold are the whipper-in and her 
own coachman. About the table are 
gathered Sir John Coote and several gen¬ 
tlemen in hunting costume, with Mrs, 
Quekeit and a couple of medical men whom 
Irene has never seen before. They are all 
bending forward, but as the crowd divides 
to let her pass they turn and start. 

“ Not here—^not here—my dear lady,” 
exclaims one of the strangers, as he at¬ 
tempts to intercept her view. “Now let 
me entreat you—” 

But she pushes past him, aud walks up 
to the table. 

There lies her husband, dressed as when 
she parted with him on that morning, but 
decui—unmistakably dead I 
She guessed it from the first-—she knew 
what was awaiting her when she left the 
drawing-room: she had no hope when she 
entered this room; yet now that all sus¬ 
pense is over, that she cannot fail to see 
her suspicions were correct, something will 
dicker up again before it is laid to rest for¬ 
ever, and cause ber trembling lips to form 
the words: 

“Are—are you quite sure?** 

“ Quite sure, my dear Mrs. Mordatmt, I 
regret to say. But, indeed, you ought not 
to be here. Let me conduct you back to 
your own room.** 

She shakes him oS impatiently (it is Sir 
John Coote who has been speaking to her), 
and tumsiag^n to the doctor. 

“ How did it happen 
“lam told—I believe—’* he stammers, 
“ Sir John was good enough to inform me 
it was on-the occasion of the colonel taking 
the brook down at CbappelPs meadows 
—but all these sad details, my dear madam, 
would be belter kept from you until—” 
“Take him up to my room,” she says, 
next, in a Lone which sounds more like 
weariness than anything else. 

“ Carry the—think we had best leave it 
where it is, Mrs. Mordaont,” remonstrates 
Sir John. 


“ My servants are here. I do not wish 
to trouble any one else,** she answers, 
quietly. 

“ But of course, if you wish it—** 

“ I do wish it. I wish him to be carried 
up stairs and laid upon our—our—bed,** 
she says, with a slight catching in her 
voice. 

Then half a dozen pairs of arms are ten¬ 
derly placed beneath the dead body, and it 
is taken up stairs and laid where she' de¬ 
sired it to be. 

When the task is completed, the bearers 
stand about the bed, not knowing what to 
do or say next. 

“Please leave me,” says Irene, after a 
pause. “ I must be alone.’* 

“But is there nothing I can do for you, 
my dear child?” asks Sir John Coote, los¬ 
ing sight for a moment of deference in pity. 

“ Xes; please come hack to-morrow and 
tell me all about it. And perhaps this 
gentleman,” indicating one of the doctors, 
“will stay here to-night, in case—in 
case—” 

“ My dear lady, there is no hope here.*/ 

“ I know— J. know. It is because there 
is no hope that I must be alone. Good¬ 
night.” 

She waves them to the door as she speaks, 
and they file out one after another, and 
leave ber with her dead. 

AU this i^me Mrs. Quekeit has not ven¬ 
tured to speak to her mistress, or intrude 
herself upon her notice in any way. She is 
awed by the sudden calamity that has fall¬ 
en on them, and perhaps—who knows?— 
^teifie conscience-smitten for the mischief 
'nmich she brought about, and will never 
now have the opportunity of repairing. 
Ah! could we but foresee events as they 
will happen, how far more carefully should 
we pick our way along the rocky pa^h of 
life. X am not one who considers the cur¬ 
tain drawn between us and futurity as a 
special proof of providential care. I would 
count It rather as one of the losses brought 
upon us by the fall of Adam, which ren¬ 
dered most of the faculties with which the 
Almighty gifted his first creatures too gross 
and carnal to exert their original preroga¬ 
tives. There was a second Adam, of whom 
the first was a prefigoration, who brought 
a perfect body into the world, the capabili¬ 
ties of which we have no reason to believe 
we should not also had enjoyed had otirs, 
like his, remained as sinless as they were 
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created. Manypeople, from sheer coTrard- 
shrink from hearing what is In store 
for them, and ezense themselves upon the 
plea that they have no right to know what 
the Creator has mercifully hid. They 
might just as well argue they had no right 
to Tise a microscope to aid their slnbound 
eyes to discover that which the first man 
would probably have seen without any ar¬ 
tificial help. But our deeds for the most 
part will not hear the light, and therein 
lies our dread of an unknown future. T7e 
fear to trace the advance of the Nemesis 
we feel the past deserves. 

Mrs. Quekett does not address Irene— 
their eyes even do not meet in the presence 
of tlie dead man whose Ufc has been so 
much mixed up with both of theirs, and 
yet the housekeeper intuitively feels that 
her mistress knows or guesses the part she 
has taken in her late misery, and is too 
politic to invite notice which in the first 
bitterness of Irene’s trouble might be most 
unpleasantly accorded. Besides, 3klrs. 
Quekett believes that the game is in her 
own hands, and that she can afford to wait. 
So Irene remains unmolested by the house¬ 
keeper’s sympathy or advice, and a loud 
buret of hysterics as soon as Isabella is put 
in possession of the truth is the only dis- 
turhance that reaches her privacy during 
the hour that she remains by herself, try¬ 
ing to realize the fact that she is once 
more left alone. As the friends who bore 
his body up the stairs walk gently down 
again, as though the sound of their foot¬ 
steps could arouse the unconscious figure 
they have left behind them, she turns the 
key in the door, and advancing to the be¬ 
side, falls upon her knees and takes the 
cold hand in her own. 

“ Philip F’ she whispers, softly, “ Philip P* 

But the dead face remains as it was laid, 
stiff and quiescent on the pillow, and the 
dead eyelids neither quiver nor unfold 
themselves. They are alone, now, husband 
and wife, who have been so close and so 
familiar, and yet he does not answer her. 
The utter absence of response or recogni¬ 
tion, although she knows that he is dead, 
seems to make her realize for the first time 
that he is gone, 

“Philip,” she repeats,half fearfully, “ it 
is I—It is Irene.” 

“U my GodP’ she cries, suddenly, to 
herself; “ how full of life and hope he was 
this morning I” 


That recollection—the vision of her hus¬ 
band as she saw him last, his be^ng 
face, his cheerful voice, his promlae to be 
hack vrith her by seven, all crowd upon her 
heart and make it natural again. 

She begins to weep. First it is only a 
tear, which she drives back with the wor% 
out platitude that he is happy, and so she 
must not grieve; then her lip quivers, and 
she holds it fast between her teeth and 
tries to tfaiuk of paradise, and that it is she 
alone who will have to suffer; but here 
steps in the remembrance of how he tued 
to sympathize in all her troubles, and pi^ 
for herself brings down the tears like 
rain. 

“Omy poor level I shall never heM 
you speak again. I shall never see your 
eyes light up when I appear. It is all over. 
It is all gone forever; and we had so much 
to make up to one another P’ 

At this she cries for everything—for her . 
husband—for herself—for their separaUon 
and her future; and in half an hour rises 
from her knees, wearied with weeping, but 
with a breast already easier from indul¬ 
gence. But she does not hang about . the 
corpse again. Irene’s notions with respect 
to the change which we call death preclude 
her clinging with anything like superstition, 
to the cast-off clothing of a liberated spirit. 
She knows it is not her husband thails 
there, nor ever has been*, aud she wihcTy 
as much to-morrow at the sight of the last 
suit he wore as she has done over his re¬ 
mains, and for the same reason, because it 
reminds her of what teas, and still is, 
though not for her. All her sorrow lies in 
the fact that the communication which 
loved is for a while concluded. 

■When her grief is somewhat abated, she 
rings the hell for Phoebe. The girl an¬ 
swers it, timidly, and on being bidden to 
enter, stands shivering just within the 
threshold of the room, with eyes well 
averted from the bed. 

“ Phoebe,” says her mistress, weariedly, 

“ I want you to tell me—to advise me— 
what ought I to do about 
“ O bless you, ma’am, I don’t even like 
to think! Hadn’t we better send forHre. 
Quekett?” 

” Certmnly not, Phaebel Don’t mention 
hire. Quekett’s name to me again. This is 
not her business, and I have no intention 
of pemutUng her to enter tiie room.” ’ 

“ She seems to expect as she’s to have 
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the ordering of evetything,” says Phoebe, 
as she blinks away a tear. 

*‘She is mistaken, then,*' replies Irene. 
the allusion to Mrs. Quekett has strength¬ 
ened her. She has no inclination to cry 
now. Her eyes sparkle and her breast 
heaves. 

“Is that gentleman—the doctor—^here 
still?” she inquires. 

“ Tes ma’am. Mr. Fellows, his name is. 
We’ve put him in the blue-room.” 

“Ask him to come here.” 

The young man—a surgeon from a neigh¬ 
boring village—Boonmakes his appearance, 
and to his hands Irene confides the charge 
of everything connected with the lastoffices 
to be performed for her husband, which 
Mr, Fellows, being much impressed with 
her beauty and her grief, undertakes with¬ 
out any hesitation, and promises to act for 
her until tire arrival of Oliver Kalston shall 
set him at liberty agr in. Upon which she 
rises and bows to I'im, and, witliout an¬ 
other glance towards that which bears so 
small resemblance to lire gallant fine old 
man who promised but last night to grow 
young again for her sake, leaves the room 
aiid creeps away to the side of Tommy’s 
cot, and romaimi there till the morning 
rocking herself backwards and forwards, 
and wondering why Sod should have espe¬ 
cially selected herself to suffer such repeat¬ 
ed separations. 

“ First my dear father, and then mother, 
and now Philip! They all weary of me— 
they will not wait until I can accompany 
(hem. They are too anxious to get free. 
O Tommy, my darling, stay with me 1 Do 
not you go, too. And yet Heaven only 
knows how long I shall be permitted to 
keep you, either.” 

She makes herself miserable with such 
thoughts until the day breaks. How strange 
to see it dawn, and remember with a start 
that for him time is no more! She rises 
chilled and stiff from her position with the 
daylight, and performs the duties of dress¬ 
ing mechanically; yet she will not quit the 
nursery, but sits there hour after hour 
with her hands crossed upon her lap, iis- 
tening to Tommy’s broken phraseology, or 
issuing necessary orders in a languid care¬ 
less voice from which all hope seems to 
have evaporated. In the course of the 
afternoon Sir John Coote asks to see her, 
and she hears for certain what rumor from 
the servants’ hall has already asserted. 


“Always a determined fellow with dogs 
and horses, poor dear Mordaunt,” says her 
visitor, in the course of explanation. “ I 
liave heard that his intimate friends might 
twist him round their little fingers, but 
that’s neither here nor there; he would 
never let an animal get the better of him. 
Weil, that d—d brute of his—excuse my 
vehemence, Mrs. Mordaunt, but I cau’t 
speak of it with anything like calmness— 
was in a temper from tiie first of the morn¬ 
ing. Mordaunt had a deuce of a trouble 
to keep him straight at all, and after two 
or three hard fights between them, the an¬ 
imal’s blood was fairly up, and he began to 
show vice. It happened at the wide jump 
by Cliappell's farm in Stotway. The brook 
is very much swollen, and we mostly went 
round, ‘ni take it out of my brute,* says 
poor Mordaunt, and put him at it ilka 
blazes. The animal refused the water 
twice, then took it with a rush—fell short 
of the opposite bank, roiled over, and tliere 
was an end of it. And I wish to God, my 
dear child, I had to tell the story to any 
one but you.” 

“Did he speak? Who saw him first?" 
she asks, with white trembling lips. 

“Not a word; it must have been the 
work of a second—dislocation of the spinal 
vertehrs, you know. I was next behind 
him, and off ray horse in a moment, but it" 
was no use. I saw that directly. We shall 
never have such a master of the hounds 
again, Mrs. Mordaunt. It’s the saddest 
thing that’s ever happened to me since I 
rode to my first meet.” 

“Thank you for telling me. I would 
rather know ail. And you are sure he did 
not suffer?” 

“Quite sure. You should ask Fellows, 
he belongs to Stotway, and was on the spot 
in five minutes; but it might as well have 
been an hour for all the good he could do. 
And then we carried him to a farmhouse 
close by, and I sent on Colville to break 
the news to you; but the fool couldn’t go 
through with it, and slunk home half way, 
leaving us quite iu the dark as to his pro¬ 
ceedings; else you may be sure we would 
never have startled you in the manner we 
did by bringing the poor fellow straight 
home without any previous warning.” 

“Never mind; it was just as well, per¬ 
haps; nothing c«uld have softened it,” 
ste says, quietly. 

“You bear it like a—Ufce a—like a 
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TrcjanT’ exclaims Sir John, unable to find 
any term more suited to the occasion by 
which to express his admiration. 

“I am ohlig^d to bear it,” replies Irene; 
“ bat it was very sudden, and I don’t think 
I can talk any more about it to>day, please.” 
Upon which her visitor takes the bint, and 
leaves her to herself. 

The next day brings Oliver Kalston, full 
of concern and interest for Irene, as usual, 
and also not a little grieved at the loss they 
have mutually sustained. 

“ He was always so good to me,” he says, 
as soon as the first ice is broken, and Irene 
has in part confided to him the last inter¬ 
view she had with her husband, “ particu¬ 
larly wbeu that old brute Quekett was out 
of the way.’* 

“ Oliver, promise me that I shall never 
see that woman to speak to again. I feel 
as though it would be impossible to me—as 
though I could not trust myself to hear her 
whining over my husband’s death, ojj offer¬ 
ing me her hypocritical condolences, with¬ 
out saying exactly what I think and know 
of her,” 

“ My dear Irene, why ask me ? Surely it 
will be in your own power to decide what 
is to become of the whole establishment, 
and Mother Quekeli into the bargain.” 

“I don’t know that, Oliver,” she says, 
Vith a slight shiver. “ I know nothing for 
certain; but I suppose it will be in my 
power to settle where I shall live, and I 
feel that that woman and myself can never 
continue nuder the same roof.” 

Where should you live but here ? You 
would not abandon the poor old Court? 
But perhaps you would find it lonely all by 
yourself.” 

“Don’t let us talk of it until we hear 
what arrangements Philip may have made 
for me, Oliver. I shall be content to abide 
by bis decision. But be told me, the night 
before he died, that he had lately altered 
his will.” 

“Not in old Quekett’s favor, I trust. 
Irene, do you think we shall find out the 
truth about that woman now? Will the 
secret concerning her (for I am sure there 
is one) be brought to light with my uncle’s 
will?” 

“ I have never seen it, Oliver; you must 
not ask me. For my own part, the only 
feeling I have upon the subject is, that I 
may be rid of the sight of her. Bhe has 
done her best to poison the happiness of 


my married life, and turn my dear noble 
husband’s heart against me; and, if I live 
to be a hundred, I could never forgive her 
for it. It was sheer malice, and God knows 
what I have done to provoke it!” 

You came between her and her hope 
of inheriting my uncle’s money; that is all 
the explanation I can offer you, Irene. It 
makes me very uneasy to hear you say the 
will has been altered. What should Uncle 
Philip have altered it for?” 

** Because, after what he heard, he nat¬ 
urally believed me to be unworthy of hav¬ 
ing the chaise of so much property.” 

“But without ascertaining if his suspi¬ 
cions were correct? I cannot believe it of 
him. Irene, if he has permitted this old 
woman to inveigle you out of your legal 
rights under false pretences, I shall begin 
10 hate his memory.” 

He is startled by her burst of distress. 

“Hate his memory! O Oliver, for shame I 
How dare you say so before me? My poor 
kind Philip—my dear generous husband, 
who would have laid down his life for my 
sake; if he was misled in this matter, it 
was through his great love for me; and I 
was wrong in not seeking an explanation 
with him sooner. If—if—things do not 
turn out exactly as the world may have ex¬ 
pected of him, I, for one, will not hear the 
slightest imputation of blame cast on his 
memory. My darling Philip (weeping), 
would God had spared him one short 
month more to me, that I might have tried, 
in some measure, to atone for the suffering 
his suspicions caused him V* 

“Irene, you are an angel,” says Oliver, 
impulsively; “but I can’t say I see this 
thing in the same light as you do. How¬ 
ever, speculation is useless. We shall 
know everything soon. Meanwhile, I sup¬ 
pose it wouldn’t be considered decent to 
kick old Quekett out of doors before the 
funeral has taken place.” 

“ You must do nothing, but be good and 
quiet, and save me all the trouble you can, 
Oliver, for the next few days; and af^r 
that, when it is all over, we will consult 
together as to the best course to pursue.” 

He sees her every day after this, but not 
for long at a time: for, strange and unnat¬ 
ural as it may appear to the romantic 
reader that any woman who loves a man as 
completely as Irene loves Muiraveu should 
feel almost inclined to despair at the death . 
of a prosy old husband like Colonel Mor- .. 
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daunt, the young widow is, for a Ume, 
really overwhelmed with grief. Most of us 
know, cither from experience or observa¬ 
tion, what it is to wake up after many days 
and nights of fever, to the joys of conva¬ 
lescence—to feel that the burning pain, the 
restlessness, the unquiet dreams, the utter 
inability to take any interest in life, have 
passed away, and that instead, we can 
sleep, and taste, and understand, breathe 
God’s fresh air, drink in his sunshine, and 
recognize our friends. How grateful—^how 
good we feel I With what a consciousness 
of relief we remember the past horrors; 
and should we relapse and dream of them 
again, how thankfully we wake to find our 
hand clasped by some kind sympathizing 
nurse, who moistens our parched lips, and 
smooths our tumbled pillow, and bids us 
have no fear, since we are watched and 
tended even when unconscious. 

Iiove for Muiraven was to Irene a fever 
of the brain. It was so deep and burning 
that the disappointment of its loss pervaded 
her whole being, and almost worked its 
own cure by robbing her of interest in 
everything that had preceded it When 
she commenced life anew with Colonel 
Mordaunt she was in the convalescent 
stage. She was too weak as yet to care to 
take any trouble for her own benefit or 
pleasure; but he took it for her. It was 
from bis hand she first became aware that 
she could still derive enjoyment from the 
blessings which Heaven provides equally 
for its children; his proiection and tender¬ 
ness sheltered all her married life; and if 
her love is Muiraven’s, her gratitude is 
alone due to her husband. The first feel¬ 
ing makes her shudder even to look back 
upon—so fraught U it with pain, and heart¬ 
burning, and misery; but the second (save 
for the last sad episode, which Irene at¬ 
tributes more to her own fault than his) 
provokes no thoughts but such as are as¬ 
sociated with peace. Because we have 
been racked with anguish and delirious 
wi^ pain, are we to turn against the kind 
hand that is stretched forth to tend and 
succor us ? 

There is no greater mistake in the world 
than to suppose that a man or woman can 
only love once, though, luckily, the foolish 
supposition is chiefly confined to establish¬ 
ments for young ladies and three-legged 
stools. .We may never love again so ardently 
as we did at first (though that possibility is 


an open question); but we may love, and 
love worthily, half a dozen times, if Heav¬ 
en is good enough to give us the opportu-* 
nity; and there are some natures that fflutst* 
love, and will go on loving to the end of' 
the chapter. They resemble those plants- 
that only require the topmost shoots tobe= 
taken off to make them sprout out again at 
the bottom. And Irene has never resisted 
the promptings of youth and nature to 
make the most of the happiness the world 
afforded her. She has not, like some peo¬ 
ple, sat down in the dark with her lacer¬ 
ated love ill her lap, and dared her grief 
to die by tearing open its wounds as quickly 

as they closed. On the contrary, her first 
wild burst of sorrow over, she placed it far 
behind her, and went out gladly to meet 
returning sunshine, and thanked God lliat 
she retained the power to appreciate it. If 
she has not enjoyed any vehement trans¬ 
ports of delight, therefore, during her com¬ 
munion with Philip Mordaunt, she has ac¬ 
knowledged that his affection mitigated 
her regret; her heart has expanded be¬ 
neath the influence of his devotion; she 
has known peace, and quiet, and content¬ 
ment; and she misses it a/i tern'bfy 'now 
that it is gone. She feels that she is once 
more thrown on the world as she was by 
her mother’s death—unloved, unguarded 
and alone—and her sorrow is as genuine- 
and honest as was her affection. 

Colonel Mordaunt was lucky enough not 
to possess many relations, but two or three 
needy cousins, hitherto unheard of, crop 
up during the next few days, in hopes of 
finding their names mentioned in the will, 
and the lawyer, all bustle and importance, 
with the precious document stowed away 
in his deed-box, comes down the day be¬ 
fore the funeral and disgusts Oliver Ral¬ 
ston with his loquacity and pertinacious 
attempts at confidence. 

“You know nothing of this, sir,” he 
says, slapping the roll of parchment which 
he carries in his hand. “ You were not in 
your late uncle’s—yes—yes—of course, 
uncle’s—secrets ? Well, then, I flatter my¬ 
self, sir, 1 have a surprise for you. If pm 
not mistaken, Mr. P^lston, I Lave a little 
surprise here for eveiy one connected with 
my late client.” 

“If you have, I have no desire to antici¬ 
pate it, Mr. Selwyn. I don’t like surprisea 
at any time, and I consider them particu¬ 
larly out of place at a period like this.” 
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*‘Ali—good, generous—of course—an ad¬ 
mirable sentiment, sir; but these things 
are not in our hands. Had you any reason 
to suppose, now, that your late lamented— 
er—er—uncle designed to alter his testa¬ 
mentary bequests in favor of— 

“ Mr. Sel^vyii,” exclaims the young man, 
abruptly, “I have already told you that I 
can wait till to*morrow to learn my uncle’s 
last wishes, and I consider your attempt to 
provoke my cariosity a most irregular pro¬ 
ceeding. You were of necessity in Colonel 
Hordaunt's confidence; be good enough to 
respect it until the proper moment arrives 
ior its disclosure.’* 

^*0, very good—very good! just as it 
should be, of course,” replies the ruffled 
lawyer, “only public surprises are apt to 
be attended with inconvenience, and I 
thought, perhaps, that a little prepara¬ 
tion— 

But here Mr. Selwyn indignantly breaks 
off, leaving Oliver in a most uncomfortable 
state of mind, and dreading above all 
things the moment when the will shall be 
read aud these mysterious innuendoes 
brought to light. 

He is very anxious that Irene shall not 
be present at the reading, but she is reso¬ 
lute to appear in her proper place, as tho 
mistress of Fen Court. 

“If I consulted my own inclinations, 
Oliver, I should remain up stairs; but tJiat 
tooman will be present, and I am deter¬ 
mined she shall see that I can bear the 
fate which she has brought upon me with¬ 
out wincing. It would be such a triumph 
for her to thiuk that the mere anticipation 
-had made me too ill to appear.’* 

“Why will you talk in ibis way, Irene? 
Why prognosticate misfortune which I 
cannot believe in?” 

“ Wait and see, Oliver,” is all she says 
in reply. 

It is a bright cold day when they carry 
Colonel Mordaunt to his grave in the quiet 
churchyard of Priestley. Irene is anxious 
to attend the funeral, but her wish is over¬ 
ruled by Oliver, who foresees that if she 
•does so, bis aunt Isabella, and probably 
Mrs. Quekelt, will followher example, and 
make a scene during the ceremony. He 
could trust Irene, but he cannot trust the 
■others; and, like most young men, he has 
a righteous horror of a scene. So he per- 
tjuades the young widow to remain at home, 
and is himself chief mourner. It is not a 


grand funeral, but it is a very imposing 
one, followed by almost all the members of 
the hunt, with Sir John Coote at their 
head; and it gratifies Irene to see bow 
much her husband was held in considera¬ 
tion by those who knew him most inti¬ 
mately. At last'it is over, Oliver is back 
again; the visitors, with the exception of 
Sir John, have dispersed, and the family 
arc left to themselves. 

Three o’clock has been fixed for the 
reading of the will, and, as the hour 
strikes, Irene, dressed in her deep mourn¬ 
ing, with Tommy clinging to her hand, 
comes down stairs for the first time since 
her bereavement, and, walking into the 
dining-room on Oliver Kalston’s arm, takes 
the chair which he wheels forward forher, 
and seats herself in'the centre of the cir¬ 
cle. She bows to the company generally 
as she enters, but she looks at no one but 
the lawyer, though she is conscious, with¬ 
out seeing it, that Mrs. Quekett is sitting 
nearly opposite to her, with her elbow 
resting easily upon the table, and a satisfied 
malignant smile of ceming triumph fixed 
upon her countenance. Mr. Selwyn hums 
and ha’s as he unfolds the parchment. 

Why do lawyers always *'hum” and 
“ha” before they read a will? Are they 
nervous by nature (they ought not to be), 
or is the peculiarity alluded to supposed to 
add dignity to their position, or importance 
to their charge ? It is a fact they always 
do so. 

Mr. Selwyn, being no exception to the 
rut^, clears his throat until he makes him- 
self^lte hoarse, and is obliged to ask for 
a glass'of water. Then he gives two or 
three final coughs as a wind-up, and pro¬ 
ceeds to make the following statement: 

“Life is very uncertarnj” commences 
Mr. Selwyn, as he smooths out the creases 
in the parchment, “ in fact, there is noth¬ 
ing certain in life. We are used to great 
changes in our profession, and great Sur¬ 
prises—very great surprises!—indeed, we 
are never smprised at anything we may 
hear or see—” 

“ Has this anything to do with the will 
says Irene, with an imploring glance at 
Oliver, who immediately addresses the 
lawyer: 

“.We are exceedingly obliged for your 
sentiments, Mr, Selwyn, but Mrs. Mor¬ 
daunt would prefer your proceeding to 
business. You must remember this is the 
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first time she has ventured down stairs.’’ 

** Ah 1 of coarse; I have to beg your par¬ 
don, madam—and yet, under the circum¬ 
stances, perhaps—Well, well, then” (with 
a more cheerful air)—“ to business. Not 
hut what my remarks were made with a 
view in tliatdirection. .1 have a document 
here, the contents of which I think are un¬ 
known to most present. It will in fact, I 
fear” (with a glance at Irene over his spec¬ 
tacles) “ prove to be one of those surprises 
to which 1 alluded on first taking my place 
among you—” 

It will not prove, perhaps, so great a 
surprise as you anticipate,” says Irene, in a 
clear cold voice that makes Mrs. Quekett 
starL At any rate, we are assembled to 
hear it.” 

“ As you will, madam—as you will,” re¬ 
turns Mr. Selwyn, somewhat nettled. *‘I 
only wished to spare you an unpleasant 
shock.” 

“ A shock for Mrs. Mordaunt! What can 
he mean ?” exclaims Sir John Coote,quickly. 

The housekeeper smiles furtively, and 
smoolhs the crape upon her dress-sleeve. 

*'Sir John, I must entreat you to be quiet 
and let Mr. Selwyu proceed,” says Irene. 

Whatever may he in store for me, be as¬ 
sured that I am quite able to hear it/’ 

Sir John exchanges glances of astonish¬ 
ment with Oliver. 

“ You are to go on,” says the latter rough¬ 
ly to the lawyer. On which the reading of 
the will is commenced and finished without 
further interruption. 

It is very brief and very explicit. Itjgom- 
mences with a bequest of five thousand 
pounds to his sister Isabella Mordaunt, and 
goes on to leave all the remainder of his 
property, funded and personal—^hia house 
and lands, and plate and furniture —to his 
illefjUimate son Oliverj generally known as 
Oliver Ralston, on condition of his taking 
the name of MordaunL Of Irene, from 
beginniog to end, not a syllable is men¬ 
tioned.^ 

'How do they receive it? 

. As the words, one after another, dropped 
markedly from the lawyer’s lips, the house¬ 
keeper may be observed to turn uneasily 
upon her seat—she is evidently disappoint¬ 
ed ; the cousins look miserable; Sir John 
Coote grows crimson in the face, and half 
rises from his chair. Tolreue’spale cheeks 
there mounts afiush of pride, and she draws 
lier adopted child, almost defiantly, closer 


to her side; and Isabella, as her name is 
mentioned, weeps loud and openly. But 
Oliver Balston demands a paragraph to 
himself. 

As the truth breaks in upon his mind, 
that Irene has been defrauded of her rights, 
his teeth set and his hand clenches itself 
furtively upon the arm of his chair. But 
as the fatal termination of the will reveals 
who he is, and the reason why he inherits 
to her detriment, he looks up quickly, the 
blood foi^akes his face, and he rises trem¬ 
blingly to bis feet. 

“ It’s a lie/” he says, striking his hand 
upon the table. 

“ Oliver—Oliver, for God’s sake, forbear t 
Think what you are saying 1” cries Irene, 
as she catches hold of his mrro. 

“ Let me go, Irene! I repeat it,” he says 
furiously, i am not his son. It’s some in¬ 
fernal lie hatched up by that old harridan 
for my destruction. Yes,” he continues, 
addressing Mrs. Quekett, who has risen, as 
though to answer him, “ I don’t care what 
you say, nor what you think. You have 
made the misery of this house for years past.^ 
You have held the secrets of my uncle and 
my uncle's father over their heads until- 
they hardly dared to act without your assis¬ 
tance. But your reign is over. Tour last* 
victim is in his grave; and you shall not 
continue your work of infamy in my 
behalf.” 

But, my dear sir, what has this good 
lady to do with my late client’s bequests?” 
interrupts the lawyer, sootliingly. 

“ Command yourself, Ralston,” m^es Sir 
John. 

“ Command myself! Stand quietly by to 
see this poor girl robbed of her rights, and 
my own life branded with a stigma, for 
wnicli no wealth can atone I I am not his 
son, I tell you—I am his nephew, the child 
of his sister Mary— 

“His sister’s child died before she did, 
young man. You are the child of my 
daughter, Mary Quekett; and if the sha 
of hearing it kills you, it’s no more than it 
did to my poor girl.” 

It is tbe housekeeper that speaks to him.. 

“ 1 wont believe it,” he mutters, as he 
staggers backwards. But he does believe 
it, for all his bravado. 

“ You can do as you please about that,” 
continues Mrs. Quekett; “but I ean take- 
my Bible oath that it’s the truth. And for 
what should the colonel go to leave you alt 
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hifi proper^, if it wasn’t? He was mistak¬ 
en enongh in Uiose that he thonght worthy. 
And though he might have fonnd better than. 
yoarseU, may he, to step into his shoes—” 

” Silence, wnnonT* exclaims Oliver, in a 
voice of thunder. ** If this most iniquitous 
will is allowed to stand, I am master in this 
house DOW— and *1 order you to leave the 
room,” 

You order me to leave the room I me 
who is your nearest of kin—your own moth¬ 
er’s mother,” she says, breathless, in her 
surprise. 

“ Don’t mention the fact—don’t remind 
me of it, lest I should do you an injury. If 
you were twenty times my mother’s mother, 
I should have no compassion for you. 
Xjeare the room, I say, and rid us of a pres¬ 
ence we detest.” 

” But, my dear sir—interposes the law¬ 
yer, unwisely. 

“ Who are you to dictate to me ?” ex¬ 
claims Oliver, tuniing round on him; “you 
have come to the end of your infernal parch¬ 
ment, I suppose, and your business here is 
completed. If you have read it aright, this 
house is mine, and I shall issue what orders 
in it I think fit. I command that woman 
to leave this room, and at once, or I shall 
put he? out of it.” 

“ O, you needn’t he afraid that I shall 
stay to be laid violent hands on by you, 
young man, though you are my grandson,” 
replies Mrs. Quekett, tossing her head. “ I 
have my own income, thank Heaven, and 
no need to be beholden to you or any one. 
I think the old gentleman might have done 
better than choose you for his successor; 
but as it is, he did it formy sake more than 
your .own, and as a recompense for what 
I’ve suffered at his hands, though there’s 
few recompenses would make up for it. He 
led away my poor daughter before she came 
to her sixteenth year, and has hail to pay 
pretty sharp for it ever since, fori don’t be¬ 
lieve he’s had aquiethome since he passed 
you off on the world as his sister’s son; and 
the many minds he’s been in aboutit since 
he married that young woman— 

“ Will you leave the room?” cries Oliver 
again; and this time Mrs. Quekett thinks 
it more politic to acquiesce. 

“Well, as there’s nothing more to stay 
for, I don’t see why I shouldn’t; but it’s 
not the last you’ll hear of me, young man, 
by a good bit.” And so saying, white with 
envy and malice, she sails away. 


“ Irene, I cannot bear Hj” exclaims Oliver, 

as he sinks into a chair and covers his face 
with his hands. “ If it had been anything 
hut that— 

“ My poor boy, I feel it so much for your 
sake. Sir John, is there anything more to 
do? any reason why we should not be left 
alone?” 

“ None whatever, my dear. Mr. Selwyn, 
Mrs. Mordauiit wishes the room cleared. 
Be good enough to retire with these gentle¬ 
men to the next.” 

So the company, much disappointed at 
the issue of events, disappear, and Sir John 
Coote goes with tlxem, and no one is left 
with tlie heir of Fen Court but Irene, and 
Isabella, and the little child. 

Oliver remaius where he has thrown him¬ 
self—miserable, abashed and silent. 

“ Oliver,” says Irene, presently, in her 
sweet sad voice, “ be comforted. He did 
you a great injury, but he has tried to atone 
for it. Remember how kind and loving he 
always proved himself towards yon, and 
forgive him for the want of courage that 
prevented his letting yon know your real 
relationship from the first.” 

“ Forgive himi when he has robbed you 
of everything. When he has disgraced you 
in the eyes of the world by passing over 
your name in his will as though you were 
not worthy to be mentioned, instead of be¬ 
ing the most careful, attentive, affectionate 
wife aman could have. He was not worthy 
of you. I never thought so little of birn , as 
I do now.” 

“O hush, Oliver! Pray hush I Tou 
cannot know how you are wounding me. 
Ido not pretend to he indifferent to the 
turn affaire have taken. It is a great dis¬ 
appointment, and misfortune, and shame to 
me, but X feel that he is sufferingfor it now 
so much more than I am, that I forget mj 
misery in the contemplation of his. An d 
I cannot permit you to blame him before 
me. When Philip made that will he 
thought that he was doing right, tad I am 
very thankful that, as I was not to have it, 
he should have left his property to you in 
stead of to some public institution.” 

“ I am not thankful at all. I hate the 
very idea of supplanting you. I never will 
do it, Irene. I refuse to take advantage of 
my—^my—uncle’s imbecility, or to accept a 
trust which is rightfully yours, and which 
you have done nothing to forfeit Wliatl 
Do you think I will reign here whilst you 
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are starrios pot lathe cold? Iwillcutiny 
throat 

I shall not starTe, Oliver; I have my 
own little income. Philip knew, that 1 was 
provided for,” 

“ Pbhaw 1—a hundred a year. How can 
you live on that, who have been accustomed 
to every luxury? It is impossible.** 

”It is quite posibie; and I mean to do 
it.** 

“My dear. ISrs, Msrdatmt,** here inter¬ 
rupts Isabella, for the first time—“ but 
what—^have I understood rightly—why does 
Oliver speak of your leaving the Court?** 

“Did you not listen to your brother*s 
. will ?** replies Irene, quietly. “ He has left 
everything to—-to his sou —** 

“ His son I O dear 1 And you know it, 
then. .And I always told Philip it would 
.. be so much better to tell at once. But why 
to his son? 1 don’t think I can have lis¬ 
tened properly—these things upset me so. 
You are not going away, my dear Mrs. 
Mordaunt?* 

“I must go away, Isabella. Dear Philip 
(you must not blame him, for he thought 
thatbewas committing an act of justice,) 
has made Oliver his heir, therefore Fen 
Court Is no longer mine. But I am not 
ambitious, and I shall do very well, and will 
not have any of my friends concern them¬ 
selves on my account.’* 

“If you do not remain at Feu Court, 
neither do I,** interposes Oliver. 

“But where will you go?” demands Isa- 
-bella, excitedly; “and you have so little 
.. money.** 

^‘Dear Isabella, don’t worry yourself 
about that. I have plenty of places to go 
.to, and kind friends to look after mo, and 
.^•1-shall be very happy by-and-by,” says Irene 
with a fiob, as she remembers how little 
truth there is in what she says. 

■ “ But toe shall not see you,” replies Miss 
Mordaunt, as she rises and advances to the 
side of her sister-in-law; “and—and—O 
. .ireueC she goes on, becoming natural in 
, her emotion,don’t go away, don’t leave 
«s again. You are the only creature I have 
^oved for years.” 

“My dear IsabellaT* says the young 
, ividow, as the tears rise to her eyes at this 
. .imexpected proof of afiection, why did 
youuot letme know of it before ? It would 
.have made mk so happy.* * 

*^0,1 couldn’t—1 didn’t like—and then, 
^ know, you had Philip. But now—and 


to think he could have wronged you so I 
O my dear girl, do take my money—it’s 
very little, but I don’t want it. . I have the 
legacy my father left me, and Oliver will 
let me stay on here. It would make me bo 
much more comfortable to think you had 
it, and I couldn’t touch a halfpenny of it, 
whilst things remain as they are.” 

“Bravo! Aunt IsabellaT* exclaims Oli¬ 
ver. “ I didn’t think you were half such a 
brick. Live here? of course you shall 1 
You must both live here, or I shall have the 
place shut up.” 

“ What have I done that you should b« 
so kind to me?” says Irene, as she bursts 
into tears of gratitude and surprise. But 
she has no intention of accepting either of 
their offers, nevertheless. 

“ You do not understand my feelings on 
this subject,” she says to Oliver, a few 
hours later, when they are again dlscuasiug 
the advisability of her departure. “ I have 
been suspected of the grossest crime of 
which a woman can be guilty; that of mar¬ 
rying an honest man under false pretences; 
and my husband’s feelings conceming.it 
have been made public property; you can 
have no doubt that the curiosity which the 
provisions of his will excited has been al¬ 
ready satisfied by Mrs. Quekett’s vemion of 
the story.” 

“Can nothing be done to rectify the 
slander?” 

“ Nothing. Pray do not attempt it,” she 
says, shrinking from the idea of such an 
explanation being necessary. “I am con¬ 
scious of my own integrity. Let me live 
the scandal down—only it cannot be at Fen 
Court.” 

“Why not? Had my uncle lived a few 
hours longer, this will would have been 
altered.” 

“ Perhaps so; but I must abide by it as 
it stands—and I have too much pride, Oli¬ 
ver, to let the world think I would accept a 
position he didn’t think me worthy to main¬ 
tain. It was a fatal mistake on his part, 
but It is God’s will, and 1 must suffer for 
it. I am quite determiued to quit the 
Court.” 

“ Then I shall quit it too. I will.not live 
here iu your stead. It would make me 
wretched.” 

“ Oliverl you cannot mean it You 
would never be so foolish. What will be¬ 
come of all this fine property without a 
master?” 
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doa*t care a hang whatbecomea of it 
If you will stay and look after It with me, 
I will remain.” 

“That would be impossible, Oliver, in 
any case. You foi^et what you are talking 
about” 

“Then stay here by yourself.” 

“Still more impossible. Pray do not tor¬ 
ture me by any more entreaties. In plain 
words, Oliver, this child is supposed to be 
mine. He is not mine, but I have no inten¬ 
tion of parting with him, at all events at 
present Therefore we must go away and 
hide our humiliated heads somewhere to¬ 
gether.” 

“ I wish you had never seen the brat” 

“I don’t” 

“What! not after all he has brought 
upon you?” 

“ It is not his fault.” 

“Poor little fellow. I ought to feel for 
him. O Irene! the bitterest part of it all 
is the knowledge that I have any of that 
woman’s blood running in my veins. When 
I think of it I could—I could—clenching 
his fist. 

“ Hush I yes, it is a bitter pill to swallow. 
But think of the misery it must have been 
to him. To have her threats of esposure 
constantly held over his head. Pcor Philip I 
Had we beeu more confidential, how much 
unhappiness we might have saved each 
other. What do you intend to do about 
ilrs, Quekett?” 

“Turn her out of the house 1” 

“ O Oliver I however hard it may be, you 
should remember now that she is —your 
yroTidmotherl” 

But the words are hardly out of her 
mouth before Irene is frightened at the 
effect of ibem. 

** My grandmotJierr* he exclaims, rising 
suddenly to his feeL “ It is that fact alone, 
Irene, that decides me. Had she not been 
my grandmother^ I might have made allow¬ 
ances for her infamous conduct. Bat that 
she—who brought my mother into the world 
and professed to love her—should have sys¬ 
tematically tortured Aw life, and done all 
she could to set him against me, whom he 
had so fearfully wronged, completely steels 
my heart against her. Were she an ordi¬ 
nary servant, grasping, authoritative, and 
contentious, 1 might have made allowances 
for her age, and length of service, and fidel¬ 
ity ; but now I can make none. I am only 
anxious to rid myself of a presence I have 


always hated and now most thoroughly 
despise. Mra. Quekett goes to-morrow.*' 

“ Have you told her so?” 

“ I have I We Lave just enjoyed a mx>st 
stormy interview; but the old woman knows 
my mind, and that I am resolute. To-mor¬ 
row sees her.leave Fen Court, never to re¬ 
turn, except in my bitterest memory.” 

“ Try to forgive, Oliver.” 

“Don’t ask me that yet, Irene. At pres¬ 
ent I can neither forgive nor forget. The 
man who strangles his bastaiil in the birth 
is a kinder father than he who permits him 
to grow up to maturity in ignorance of his 
misfortune.” 

«***»♦* 

The next few days pass quietly enough. 
The housekeeper is gone, the Court is de¬ 
serted. Irene has received a letter from 
her aunt, Mrs. Cavendish, and announces 
her intention of taking Tommy to Syden¬ 
ham with her on a short visit. 

“And afterwards you will return here, 
dear Irene,” says Oliver; “lean decide on 
nothing till I know your plans.” 

“ I will write to you on the subject,’^ 13 
all her answer, aud they are.obliged to let 
her go, and trust to persuading her to take 
up her final abode with them more e&c- 
tually by letter than by word of mouth. 

Bat when she has been at Sydenham for 
about a week, Irene writes to tell Oliver 
that he must abandon all hope that she will 
ever return to Feu Court. She has fixed 
on her future residence, she affirms, but in¬ 
tends for the present to keep its locality, a 
secret, even from her own relations, in or¬ 
der that be may have no excuse for attempt¬ 
ing to seek her out. It is a long letter, full 
of explanation, but written so calmly and 
resolutely that Oliver feels there Is nothing 
to be done but acquiesce in her decision. 
She begs him, however, so earnestly, for 
her sake and the sake of her dear dead hus¬ 
band, not to abandon the property confided 
to his charge, that he feels bound to follow 
her wishes and remain where he is. He 
makes several attempts, neverthel^s, to 
trace her whereabouts, by letters to Mrs. 
Cavendish and Mr. Walmsley, the solicitor, 
but the lady appears as distressed at her 
niece leaving her in ignorance as he is, and 
the lawyer is deep and silent as the grave. 

Ajid so for the nonce Oliver £alstou~or 
Mordauut, as he must now be called—tries 
to make himself contented by wielding the 
sceptre at Fen Court and devising jtl gng 
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with the sapient Isabella for circumventing 
the young widow’s resolution to remain un¬ 
discovered. But all in vain; three months 
pass, and they are still ignorant of her 
destination. 

It is close upon Christmas day, when one 
afternoon a card is brought in to Oliver ou 
■which is inscribed the name of Lord Muir- 
aven. Now, before Irene’s departure she 
had confided to him all the details of the 
tom letter, and her last interview with her 
hnsband, so that he hopes Lord Huiraven 
may have seen her or come from her, and 
goes in to meet him gladly. Two gentle¬ 
men await him in the library; one clad in 
deep mourning, whom he concludes to bo 
Huiraven; the other, a shorter, fairer, less 
handsome, but more cheerful looking man, 
whom we have met once before, but doubt¬ 
less quite foi^otten; who was Muiraven’s 
chum at college, and is now Savllle Mozon, 
Esq., barrister-at-law, and owner of the 
jolliest set of chambers in the Temple. 

“Mr. Mordaunt, I believe,” says Huira- 
ven,ratherstifl!y; “the—the nephew of my 
late friend, Colonel Mordaunt.” 

“ I am Mr. Mordaunt; and I have often 
heard your name from my uncle’s wife. 
Wont you sit down ?” 

His cordial manner rather overcomes the 
otlier’s hauteur. 

“Let me introduce my friend, Mr. Mox- 
on,” he commences, and then taking a 
chair, “ \Ve shall not detain you long, Mr. 
Mordaunt. I was much surprised to learn 
that Mrs. Mordaunt is not living at the 
Court. I came here fully expecting to see 
her. 1 am anxious to ascertain her address. 
Will you kindly give it me ?” 

“ 1 wish I could. Lord Huiraven. I do 
not know it myself. I was in hopes you 
brought me news of her.” 

“ Brought you uews I How strange! But 
why is she not here ? Is there any mystery 
about it?” 

“ No mystery—but much sadness. I am 
not a mau to be envied, Lord Huiraven. I 
stand here, by my uncle’s will the owner 


of Fen Court, to the wrong and detriment 
of one of the noblest and most worthy wo¬ 
men God ever made.” 

“ You are right there,” exclaims Muira- 
ven, as he seizes the other’s hand. “But, 
pray tell me everything. My friend here i» 
my second self. You may speak with im¬ 
punity before him. For God’s sake, put 
me out of suspense. Where is Irene and 
the child ?” 

“ If I may speak openly, my lord, that 
unfortunate child has been the cause of all 
our misery!” 

“ But—^how—^how?” 

Then Oliver tells them how, in words 
that would be but repetition to write down 
again. He conceals nothing, hoping that 
Lord Muiravan may see the justice of fol¬ 
lowing up Irene and relieving her of so 
onerous a charge as the protection of his 
illegitimate child. But as he proceeds he 
can perceive no blush of shams upon Muir- 
aven’s face; on the contrary, although he 
grows pale with excitement, his eyes never 
once flinch before those of his informant. 
When the story is concluded, he turns round 
to Moxon, and addresses him. 

“ Saville, we must leave this as quickly 
as possible. I must begin the search again 
in London. I feel as though 1 could not 
let an hour pass over my head without do- 
Vig something. Thauks, Mr. Mordaunt, 
for your candid explanation. You have 
done me the greatest service possible. If 
Irene is to he found, I will send you news 
of her.” 

“ But, my lard—excuse my curiosity—but 
will you be as candid as I have been, and 
let me know if the suspicions Irene holds 
with respect to her adopted child are cor¬ 
rect?” 

“ They are so, Mr. Mordaunt, and they 
are not. The time for concealment is at an 
end. The boy whom you have known 
under the name of Tommy Brown is my 
laviful 8on~-and the heir to my faUier^e 
earldoTTU^* 

[to be cosmrDED.] 
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AX UXFORTTJXATE HATCH. 

BY FLOEEirCE MABBYAT. 


CHAPTER XTIT. 

Ik Ollier to explain Uie foregoing state* 
ment toTny readers^ it is necessary that I 
should take them back to the time when 
Joel Cray left Prlertley. 

Ik^ems a hard thing to say, but there is 
no doubt it ^ true, that the lower orders, 
a^ a'rule, do not feel-the happiness of lov¬ 
ing, nor the misery of losing love, so keen¬ 
ly sis their hrethren of the upper class. The 
old-fashioned idea that virtue and simplic¬ 
ity are oftener to be found in the country 
than the town, and among the poor, than 
the rich, has long since exploded. Simple 
theh^f-heatben vill^etsmaystili remain; 
but it is oftener the hideous ^ simplicity of 
o^n vice, so general that its followers 
have not even the grace left to be ashamed 
of it; thkn the Innocence that thinks no 
evill If the inhabitants of our great towns 
aie vicious, they at least try to hide it. 
Even with the virtuous poor the idea of 
love(asfse think of love) seldom enters 
into their calculations on marri^e. They 
see a girl whom they admire, who seems 
“likely” in their eyes, and, after their 
rough fashion, they commence to court 
her, “keep company” with herafewyears, 
at the end of which time perhaps she falls 
in with a “ likelier” young man; and-then 
if the first suitor has been really in earnest, 
a few blows are exchanged between the 
rivals, separation ensues, and he looks out > 
for another partner. The women are even 
more phlegmatic than the men. They re¬ 
gard maniage simply as a settlement in 
life, and any one appears to be eligible 
who can place them in a house of their 
own. If the first comer is faithless, they 
cry out about it loudly and publicly for a 
day or two, and then it is over, and they 
also are free to choose again. 1 suppose 
tl^ state of things has its advantages. 
They do not love so deeply or intellectu¬ 
ally as we do, consequently they separate 
with greater ease. Disappointment does 
not rebound on them with so crushing an 
effect, and I believe for that veiy reason 
Uiey make the more faithful wives and 
husbands of the two. They expect little, 


and little satisfies them; and they have to 
werk and struggle to procure the necessa¬ 
ries of life. There Is no time left to make 
the worst of riieir domestic troubles. 

Tet we cannot take up the daily papers, 
and read of the many crimes that are com¬ 
mitted through jealousy, without feeling 
that some of the class alluded to must be 
more sensitive than others. A gentleman 
will suspect his wife of infidelity, and 
break his heart over it for years, trying to 
hoodwink himself and tread down un¬ 
worthy doubts, before he will drag his dis¬ 
honored name into the light of day, and 
seek reparation at the hands of law; but a 
husband of the lower orders has no such 
delicate consideration. Most of them think 
a good beating sufficient compensation for 
their wrongs; but a few, under the sense 
of outraged honor which they experience, 
but cannot define, feel that nothing short 
of blood will satisfy them, and quietly cat 
their wives^ throats from ear to ear. I 
have always had a sort of admiration for 
these last-named criminals. They must 
have valued what they destroy at the risk 
of, and often in conjunction with, their 
own lives. The act may be brutal, but it 
ismanly. 

Beneath the list of ignorance and butch- 
ery, we see the powers of mastery and jus¬ 
tice, and the hatred of deceit and vice, 
which in. an educated mind would have 
brought forth such different fruits. But, 
above all, we recognize the power of senti¬ 
ment. Joel Cray was one of these meur-a 
Tare instance of sensibility in a class 
whose whole life and nurture is against 
the possession of such a feeling. From a 
bey he bad been taught to look upon his 
cousin Myra as. his future wife; and when, 
he believed that Muiraveii had betrayed 
and deserted her, his rage and indignation 
knew no bounds. For a while he thought 
that he must see her righted; that it was 
impossible that any man who loved 
Myra in ever so transient a manner—Myra 
so delicate and pretty, and (compared with, 
the other girls of PriesUey) so refined, 
who in Joel’s rough sight appeared almost 
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as a lady—could be satisfied to live without 
searching her out ag ain- But as tim e 
went on, and no penitent seducer appeared 
upon the scene, his old feelings for her re¬ 
gained the ascendancy, and he again began 
to look upon her as one who was to be his 
wife. He did not mind the first rebulEs 
she gave him. He.had faith in the charm 
which being replaced in a position of re¬ 
spectability must hold for every woman, 
and believed that, as soon as, she had got 
the better of her illness, the advisability of 
his proposal would strike her in its true 
light. He had not the least idea that she 
was dying; and her subsequent death 
seemed to kill at one blow both his ambi¬ 
tions. He could neither make her his 
wife, nor see her made the wife of the 
man who had deserted her. And there 
seemed to him bat. one thing left to be 
done—'to exchange the blows, alluded to 
above, with the author of all this misfor¬ 
tune, even though they were to.death. 

“If I can only see that there 'Amilton,” 
he thinks, savagely, as he journeys from 
Priestley, ** and break his donned head for 
him, I shall bide perhaps a bit quieter. 
Wherever I meefs him, though, and when¬ 
ever it may be, it will be a stand-up fight 
between us. And if he wont own his 
child, and provide for it as a gentleman 
should, why there’ll be another. And 
small satisfaction, too, with my poor girl a 
lying cold in the churchyard.” And here, 
hurried by retrospection beyond ali boimds 
of propriety, he begins to call down the 
curse of the Almighty upon the luckless 
head of his unknown enemy. 

He quits Priestley at the very time that 
Eric Keir is/^ing to drown his disappoint¬ 
ment, by running over the United States 
with his friend Charley Holmes, until the 
fatal letter announcing his elder brother’s 
death sh^ him back to England. Had 
it not been so, there would have been 
small chance of his being encountered in 
the streets of Iiondon duriug the Mooring 
season by gar poor friend Joel. But what 
should a country lout know of such mat¬ 
ters? It is to Bondon that he works ,his 
way, feeling assured that in that emporium 
of wealth, and fashion, and luxury, sooner 
or later, he must meet his rival. So far he 
reason, and by slow degrees he reaches 
the metropolis, journeying from farm to 
farm, with a day’s job here and a day’s job 
there, until he has gained the site of a sn- 
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burban railway, on which he gets employ¬ 
ment as a porter. 

Here, seeing no means of bettering him¬ 
self, he rests quietly for several months, 
more resigned and disposed to take interest 
in life again perhaps, but still with that 
one idea firmly fixed in his mind, awd ea¬ 
gerly sc ann ing the features or following 
the footsteps of any one whose face or figure, 
reminds him, in ever so small a degree, of 
the hated “’AmUton.” Perhaps it is for¬ 
tunate for Joel’s chances of retaining his 
situation that he cannot read, else the 
times he would have been seduced from ' 
his allegiance by seeing the mystic name 
upon a hatbox or a portmanteau would 
have been without number. How many 
Hamiltons journeyed up and down that 
^line, I wonder, and eznbarked or disem¬ 
barked at that station during the three 
months Joel Cray was porter there I But 
personal characteristics were all the guides 
he followed after, and these were often 
sufficient to insure lum a reprunand. At 
last he heard of a situation as potboy in the 
West End of London, and rerigned half his 
wages to increase his chance of meeting 
Huiiaven. 

ButMoiraven spent his Christmas and 
his spring at Berwick Castle, and did not 
leave home again until he went to Glottoh- 
bury and met the Mordaunts. 

hleanwhile, poor Joel, much disheart¬ 
ened at repeated failures, but with no in¬ 
tention of giving in, searched for him high 
and low, and kept his wrath boiling, all 
ready for him when they should meQt, by a 
nightly recapitulation of his wrongs. 

iluii^veh leaves Priestley, and embarks 
for India. The unfornmate avenger is 
again baffled. 

The season passes, and he has ascer¬ 
tained nothing. Among the “ ’AmiltoUs ” 
he has met or heard of, he can trace no 
member answering to the description of 
Myra’s betrayer. Many are tall and fair, 
and many tall and dark; bat the white 
skin, and the blue eyes, and the dark hair, 
come not, and the poor, honest, faithful 
heart be^ns to show signs of weariness- 
“Who knowa?” so he argues—^for two 
years and more Myra had heard nothing of 
him—“ perhaps he may have died in the 
interim. O, if he could only ascertain that 
heAtfd/” 

But this search is as futile as the first. 
By degrees Joel confides his sorrow and his 
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design to others—it; is so hard to suffer ^ 
by one’s self—and his acquaintances are ear 
ger to assist him, for tiiere is something ir¬ 
resistibly exciting in a hue and ciy.; but 
their efforts, though well meant, fall to the 
ground, and hope and courage begin to 
slink away together. During this year, Joel 
passes through the various phases of piotb'oy, 
hottle*cieaner and warehouse porter, until 
he has worked his way down to the’Dbcks, 
where his fine-built muscular fr^e and 
capabilities of endurance make him rather 
a valuable acquisition. He is still in tliis 
position when Lord Miiiraven returiis 
from the East Indies^ 


Jkf’iiraven left Fen Court in a'strabgely 
unsettled.state of ihihd. He did hot know 
if he were happier or more miserable for 
the discovery he. had ni'adel After an 
awkward and uhsatisfahtdry manner, he 
had cleared himself in Irene’s eyes, and 
received the. assurance of her forgiveness; 
buthow was his portion bettered by the 
circumstance ? Love makes, us so untea- 
sqnable. A twelverhbnth ^o he would 
ha^^ been ready to aSirm that he coiild 
bear anything for the knowledge that the 
girl whose affection he bad been compelled 
to resign, did not utterly despise liim. 
Now be knows that it is true, and thinks 
the truth but an aggravation of the insiir- 
ZDOuntable barriers that fate has raised be¬ 
tween them. 

“If I were only a worse fellow than I 
am,” he thinks, impatiently, as he travels 
back to town—“if I were as careless as 
half the fellows that I meet, I should scat¬ 
ter every obstacle to the wind, and make 
myself happy in my owii way; biit it would 
break dad’s heart; and on thetop of losing 
dear old Bob, too!” 

The question, whether the woman by 
means of whom he would'like to be “ hap¬ 
py in his own way” would aid and abet 
his unholy wishes, does not enter into his 
calculations just then. Hid there been 
any probability of their fulfilment, she 
might have done so, and Loi*d hliilraven 
would have found his level. But it fi'aiters 
him to think that Irene’s virtue and re¬ 
spectability are the magnanimous gifts of 
his powers of self-control. He forgets that 
she even forbade his speaking to her on the 
subject, and feels quite like Sir Galahad, 
or St. Anthony, or anybody else who 'was 
particularly good at resisting temptation 


(Heaven knows, a place in the Calendar is 
small enough reward for so rare a virtue!), 
as he reviews the circumstances of his vis¬ 
it, and willfully consigns poor old Colonel 
Hordauht to He realms of eternal frizzling. 

How the shadows of the past rise up to 
mock him now, and. tell him that were his 
wildest speculations realized, there would 
still remain an obrtacle to his asking any 
woman to become his wife? How he curses 
that obstacle and his own folly, as he 
dashes onward to the metropollsl and hovr 
many of his felidw-passengers' that day 
may not—had they indulged' them—have 
had similar thbughls to hisi Itls themis^ 
fortune of this miserable purblind exi^ 
ence that we inusVeitlier loiter timidl;^ 
along the road of life', pehnitting oursel^^' 
to be outdistanced at each step, orru^' 
»onwajrd with the nick, peUtrieli, h^It^ 
skelter, stiimbling over a stone here, rush¬ 
ing headlong against a dead will there^ 
on, on, with*scarce a thought' to what wfe 
have left* behind ns, and no knowledge si' 
to what lies before—straining, pushing, 
striving, wrestling—and' the devil take ther 
hl'iidmost. 

Wbat wonder if we oftener f^ thSfa 
stand, and that the aforesaid gentlemah 
does take a“pretty considerable number of 
usi 

Huiraven cannot bear the presence of 
that Nemesis; and the endeavor to outndt 
it’ drives him wild for afew days; after 
which' he runs up to Scotland, startling 
Lord Norham with his eccentric behaviour, 
until the time arrives for him to cross the 
channel with his cousin Stratford and meet 
the outward-bound steamer at Brin'disu' 
The voyage does' him good. There is no 
panacea for dispersing miserable thou^ta 
like lots of bustle and moving about—and 
it is very difficult to be lovesick in the 
company of a set of excellent fellows who 
will not leave you for a moment to your¬ 
self, but keep -you smoking, drinking, 
laughing and chaffing from morning-tiU 
night. There are times, of course, when 
the remembrance of Irene comes back to 
him—in his berth, at night, for instance; 
but iluiraven is no sentimentalist: he loves 
her dearly, but be feels more disposed to 
curse than cry when he remembers her, 
although the' only thing he curses is his 
own fate and hers. He reaches Bengal in 
fi^ety, and foi" the next few months his 
cousin and he are up country," pig-stick- 
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in^,” and made mucli of among those re^- 
mente ■withthe members of which they are 
acquainted. Bnring his absence, Mniravem 
hears no news except such as is connected 
with his own family. His brolher is mar¬ 
ried? (it was a great cause of offence to the 
Robertson family that he did not remain 
in England till the important ceremony was 
over), and his old father feels lonely with¬ 
out Cecil, and wants his eldest son back 
again. Hulraven, also, he^nning to feel 
rather homesick, and as though he had had 
enough of India, Christmas finds him once 
moire at Berwick Castle: paler and thinner 
perhaps than he looked on leaving England; 
bnt the heat of the climate of Besg^ is 
more than sufficient to account for such 
trifling changes. He arrives just in time 
for the abniversary; and a wwk after¬ 
wards he wants to return to London, being 
anxious (so he says) about the fate of cer¬ 
tain v^ables which he purchased in Ca3^ 
ciitta. months ago, and sent home round 
the Cape. Lord Horham suggests that his 
i^ent v^'do all that is necessaiy concern¬ 
ing them; but Muiraven cbnsidere it abso¬ 
lutely important that he should be on the 
spot himself. The fact is, he is h'anfering 
after news of Irene a^in; the dead silence 
of the last six months respecting her be¬ 
gins to oppress him like some hideous 
nightmare; the false excitement is over, 
and the ruling passion regains its ascen¬ 
dancy. What if anything should have hap¬ 
pened to her in his absence? Jfotwith- 
standing her prohibition to the contrary, 
he sent her a note on his return to England, 
simply telling the fact, and expressing a 
hope that they mightsoonmeet again; but 
to this letter he has received no answer. 
He becomes restlessly impatient to hear 
something—anything, and trusts to the de¬ 
spatch of a cargo of Indian and Chinese 
toys, which he has brought home for Tom¬ 
my, to break again the ice between them. 
It is this hope that brings him up to Lon¬ 
don, determined to see after the arrival of 
these keys to Irene’s heart himself. 

They are all Safe but one—the very case 
which he thinks most of, which is craiamed 
to the lid with those wonderful sky-blue 
elephants, and crimson horses and spotted 
dogs, which the natives of Surat turn and 
color, generation after generation, without 
entertaining, apparently,the slightest doubt 
of Uieir fidelity to nature. It was consigned, 
among many o&ers, to the care of a Cal¬ 


cutta agent for shipment and address; and 
iluiraven is at first almost afraid that it 
has been left behind. Hjs cousin Strat¬ 
ford suggests that they shall go down to 
the docks and inquire themselves after 
it, 

.“Queer place, the docks,. Muiraven! 
Have you ever been there ?. It’s quite a 
new sensation, I assure you, to see the 
heaps of bales, and casks, and cases, and 
to hear all the row that goes on amon^t 
them. Let’s go, if you’ve got nothing else 
to do this morning. I know that it’ll 
amuse you.” 

And so they visit the docks in company. 

Ihereis no trouble about the missing 
case. It turns np almost as soon as they 
mention it, and proves to have come to no 
worse grief than having itd direction oblit¬ 
erated by the leakage, of a barrel of tar. 
So, having had their minds set at rest with 
respect to Tommy’s possessions, htmraven 
and Stratford link aims and stroll through 
the docks together, watching the business 
going on around them with keen interest. 
They look rather siu^ar and out of place, 
these two fashionably dressed and axiato- 
cratic young men, among the rough sailors 
and porters, the warehousei-men, negroes, 
and foreigners of all descriptions that crowd 
the docks. Many looks are directed after 
them as they pass by, and many remarks, 
not at all complimentary to their rank, are 
made as soon as they are considered out of 
hearing. But as they reach a point which 
seems devoted to the stowage of bales of 
cotton, or some such goods, a rough-look¬ 
ing young fellow, a porter, apparently, 
who has just had a huge bale hoisted on to 
his shoulders by a companion, with an ex¬ 
clamation of surprise lets it roll backward 
to the earth again, and stepping forward, 
directly blocks their pathway. 

“Now, my good fellowF’ says Muiraven, 
carelessly, as though to warn him that he 
is intruding. 

“Whatare yerarter?” remonstrates the 
other workman, who has been knocked 
over by the receding bale. 

“ I beg your pardon,” says Joel Cray, 
addressing Muiraven (for Joel, of course, 
it is), “ but, if I don’t mistake, you goes by 
the name of ‘ ’Amilton ?* ” 

This is by no means the grandiloquent 
appeal by which he has often, dreamed of, 
figuratively speaking, knocking his adver¬ 
sary over before he goes in without any 
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figure of speech at all, and settles his 
hash for him.” 

But how seldom are events' we have 
dreamed of, fulfilled in their proper course! 

That man (or woman) that jilted xisl 
With what a torrent of fiery eloquence did 
we intend to overwhelm them for their 
perfidy when first we met them face to 
face; and how weakly, in reality, do we 
accept their proffered hand, aad express a 
hope we see them well I Our ravings are 
mostly confined to our four-posters. This 
prosaic nineteenth century affords os so 
few opportunities of showing off our rhe¬ 
torical powers! 

On Joersface, althot^h it is January, 
and he is standing in the teeth of a cold 
north wind, the sweat has already risen; 
and : the hand he dares not raise hangs 
clenched by his side. Still, he is a servant 
in a public place, surrounded by spectators 
—and he be mistaken I Which facts 

flash through his mind in a moment, and 
keep him quiescent in his rival’s path, 
looking not much more dangerous than 
any other impatient half-doubting man 
might be. 

“As sure as I live,” he repeats, some¬ 
what huskily, “ you goes by the name of 
•’Amilton,’ sirT’ 

“Is he drunk?” says Kuiraven, appeal¬ 
ing to the bystanders. ** It’s rather early 
in the day for it. Stand out of my way~ 
will you?” 

“ What do you want with the gentle¬ 
man?” demands his fellow-workman. 

**S(Ui8/aetivnI^* roars Joel, nettled by 
the manner of his adversary into showing 
something like the rage he feels. ** You’re 
the man, sir! It’s no use your denying of 
it. I’ve searched for you high and low, 
and now I’ve found you, you don’t go 
without answering to me for her ruin. You 
may be a gentleman, but you haven’t acted 
like one; and I’ll have my revenge on you, 
or die for it!” 

A crowd has collected round them now, 
and things begin to look rather unpleasant. 

“ We’re going to have a row,” says 
Stratford, gleefully, as he prepares to take 
off his coat. 

“Nonsense, Stratford! The fellow’s 
drunk or mad. I cannot have you mixed 
up with a crew like this. If you don’t 
move out of my way and stop your infernal 
insolence,” he continues to Joel Cray, “ I 
will hand you over to a policeman,” 


“ I am not insolent—I only tell you the 
truth, and the whole world may know it. 
Yoiir name’s ‘’Amiiton.’ You rained a 
poor girl, under a promise of marriage, 
and left her and her child to perish of grief 
and hunger! And as sure as there’s a God 
in heaven, I’ll make you answer for your 
wickedness towards ’em 

“ Hgh P’ groans the surrounding crowd 
of navvies, always ready, at the least ex¬ 
cuse, to take part against the “bloated 
haireatocracy.” 

“ I don’t know what yon^re talking about. 
You must have mistaken me for some one 
else,” replies Huiraven, who cannot resist 
refuting such au accusation. 

“ Surely you are not going to parley with 
the man P’ interposes Stratford. 

“You don’t know of such a place aa 
Ho:ifford, may be ?” shouts Joel, with an 
inflamed coimtenance, and a clenched fist, 
this time brought well to the front—“ nor 
of such a village as Frettcrley?—nor you 
have never heard tell of such a girl as 
Myra Cray? Ah I I thought Td make you 
remember!” as Kuiraven, turning de^y 
white, takes a step backward. Xiet go, 
mates—let me have at him, the d—d thief, 
who took the gal from me first, and rained 
her afterwards P’ 

But they hold him back, tiiree or four of 
them at a time, fearing the consequences 
of anything like personal violence. 

“ Kuiraven, speak to him I What is the 
matter?” says his cousin, impatiently, as 
he perceives his consternation. 

“ I cannot,” he replies at first; and then, 
as though fighting with himself, he stands 
upright and confronts Joel boldly. 

“What have you to tell me of Kyra 
Cray? Where is she? What does she 
want of me? Why has she kept her hid¬ 
ing-place a secret for so long?” 

“ Why did you never take the trouble to 
look after her?” retorts Joel. “Why did 
you leave her to die of a broken heart? 
Answer me tbatP’ 

“To die/ Is she dead?” he says, in a 
low voice. 

“Ayl she’s out of your clutches—^you 
needn’t be afraid of that, mister—nor will 
ever be in them again, poor lass! And 
there’s nothing remains to be done now 
but to take my satisfaction out of you.” 

“And how do you propose to take it? 
Do you wish to fight me?” demands Koir- 
aven, calmly. 
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“Better not, mateT’ says one of his 
comrades, in a whisper. 

“Bleed himP’ suggests another, in the 
same tone. 

As for Joel, the quiet question takes him 
at a disadrantage. He doesn’t know what 
to make of it. 

“ When a feller’s bin wronged,” he be¬ 
gins, awkwardly— 

“He demands satisfaction,” continues 
Muiraven. “ I quite agree with you. That 
idea holds good in my class as much as in 
yours. But you seem to know very little 
more than the facts of this case. Suppose 
I can proTe to you that the poor girl you 
speak of was not wronged by me—^what 
then?” 

“You’ve been a deal too’asty,” whispers 
one of his friends. 

“ But your name’s ‘’Amilton,’ aintit?” 
says Joel, mistily. 

“It is one of my names. But that is 
nothing to the purpose. Far from shirking 
inquiry, I am very ansions .to hear all you 
can tell me about Myra Cray. WTien can 
you come home with me? How?” 

“Muiraven! in Heaven’s name—is this 
aneof your infernal little scrapes ?” says 
Stratford. 

“In Heaven’s name, hold your tongue 
for the present, and you shall know all. Is 
there any reason why this man should not 
accompany me to my place of residence ?” 
continuea Muiraven, addressing one of the 
bystanders. 

“ He can go well enough, if he likes to. 
He’s only here by the job.” 

“ Will you come, then ?” to Joel. 

“rmsurel don’t know what to say,” 
returns Joel, sheepishly. “’Taint what I 
call satisfaction to be going ’ome with a 
gentleman.” 

“ Come with me first, and then, if I do 
not give you entire satisfaction with re¬ 
spect to this business, we will fight it out 
your own way afterward.” 

“Gentleman can’t say fairer than that,” 
‘is the verdict of the crowd. So Joel Cray, 
shamefacedly enough, and feeling as 
though all his grand schemes for revenge 
had melted into thin air, follows Muiraven 
and Stratford out of the docks, while his 
companions adjourn to drink the health of 
his enemy in the nearest public house. 

“Whore are you going to take him?” 
demands Stratford, as a couple of hansoms 
obey his cousin’s whistle. 


“ To Seville Moxon’s. You must come 
with us, Hal. I have beeu living under a 
mask for the last five years; but it is time 
I should be true at last.” 

“Tnientlaatl What humbug, Muiraven! 
As if all the world didn’t know-—” 

“ Hush, Hal 1—you pain me. 'The world 
knows as much about me as it does of 
every one else.” 

SaviUe Moxon—^now a barrister, who has 
distinguished himself on more than one 
occasion—lives in the Temple. Fifteen 
minutes bring them to his chambers, where 
they find him hard at work among his 
papers. 

“ I feel beastly awakward,” says Muir¬ 
aven, with a conscious laugh, as Moron is 
eager to learn the reason of their appear¬ 
ance in such strange company; “but I’ve 
got a confession to make. Moron, and the 
sooner it’s over the better. How, my good 
fellow, pass on.” 

This last request is addressed to Joel, 
who, half doubting whether he shall make 
his cause good after all, recapitulates, in 
his rough manner, the whole history of 
Myra’s return to Priestley—the birth of 
her child—^her aimless searches after her 
betrayer—and lastly, her unerpected 
death. 

Muiraven starts slightly, and changes 
color as the child is mentioned; but other¬ 
wise he hears the sad story through un¬ 
moved. The other two men sit by in si¬ 
lence, waiting his leave to express their 
astonishment at the intelligence. 

“Poor MyraP’ says Muiraven, thought¬ 
fully, as Joel, whose voice has been rather 
shaky towards the end, brings his tale to a 
conclusion. “ I don’t wonder yon thought 
badly of me, my friend; bat there is some¬ 
thing to be said on both sides. J never 
wronged your cousin —” 

“ Yon say that to my faceP’ commences 
Joel, his wrath all ready to boil over again 
at such a supposition. 

“^Stayl Yes—I repeat it. The person 
whom I most wronged in the transaction 
was myself. Her name was not Myra Cray, 
but Myra Eeir. She was my wife.” 

“Your vjifer’ repeats Joel, staring va¬ 
cantly. 

“Good heavens P’ exclaims SaviUe 
Moxon. 

“Muiraven 1 are yen mad?” says Strat¬ 
ford. , 

“ My dear feUows, do you think Fd say 
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a thing of i.this kind for the mere purpose 
of sneaking oat of a scrape? You know 
.what our ideas are on the subject. What 
man of the world would blame very deeply 
a yoathfai i{ai807i between a college fresh¬ 
man and a pretty bannaid? But this was 
no passing frailty of mine. I met this girl, 
formed an attachment for her, brought her 
up to London, married her privately in the 
old church of St. Sepulchre, and settled 
her at Fretterley, whence she—she —left 

And Muiraven, leaning back against the 
mantel-piece, sets his teeth at that remem¬ 
brance, and looks sternly down upon the 
hearthrug, although it all happened so 
many years ago. 

“She left you—yes,” cries Joel, “but 
not before you had near broke her poor 
’art with your unkindness, sir. And she 
came back, poor lamb, to her own people 
and her own ’ouse, and died there, like a 
dog in a ditch.” 

“ She left the house I had provided for 
her with—with some one else,” says Muir- 
aveo, frowning^ 

“She left it with me, sir, her own cous¬ 
in, who wouldn’t have hurt a hair of her 
*ead. I searched for her long, and I found 
her un’appy and wretched, and I persuad¬ 
ed of her to come back ’ome with me; 
thinking as you had wronged her, for she 
never said a word of her being married, 
poor lass, from that day to the day of her 
death.” 

“She had sworn to me she would not, 
knowing how fatal the consequences might 
be of such a confession. Kow, IMoson, 
you know all. Had my wife remained 
With me, I might perhaps have summoned 
up courage before now to tell my father 
the^ truth; but she left me—as I thought to 
disgrace herself—aud though I searched 
for her in every direction, 1 was unable to 
obtain any clue to her destination. Then 
I went abroad—^you remember the time— 
and hoped.to forget it all, but the memory 
has clung to me like a cui*se ever since, 
luitil I met this fellow torday in the docks. 
Else 1 might have gone on to all eternity, 
considering myself still fettered by this 
early misalliance. And the child died, 
too, you say?” turning again to Joel. 
“Was it a boy?” 

“ The child aint dead no more than you 
are,” replies Joel, gruffly, for he has been 
cheated out of his revenge, and no one 


seems the better for it “He’s a strong 
chap of four ye^ old, all alive and, kick- 
ing, ^d if you’re the gentleman you pre¬ 
tend to be, you’ll provide for hiin as a gen¬ 
tleman should.” 

“Alice/ Good heavens! and four years 
old I How this complicates matters! llox- 
on, that child is my legitimate heir.” 

“ Of course he is, if you were married. 
But where is he? that’s the next thing to 
ascertain. With your family, eh?” turn¬ 
ing to Joel. 

“No, he aiot been along of ’em since his 
mother’s death, for there' was a lady at 
Priestley—the only creetur as was good to 
my poor lass when she lay dyin’—and she 
was real kind, God bless ’er; and the poor 
gal she died on her bosom, as they tell me; 
and afterwards Mrs. Mprdaunt—that was 
the lady—she took Tommy along with her 
up to the Court, and—” 

“Tommy! The Court! Good heavens! 
do you mean to tell me that the boy you 
speak of, Myra Cray’s child, was adopted 
by Mrs. Mordaunt of Fen Court, the wife 
of Colonel Mordaunt, of— 

“In course, the colonel’s lady; and she 
makes a deal of him, too, so they say. But 
still, if he’s yourn, sir, you’re the proper 
person to look after him, and I shan’t call 
it justice if you don’t.” 

“ Stratford, you know the bos of toys 
we went after to-day?” 

“ That you kicked up such a shindy 
about? Yes.” 

“ It is for that child that I brought them 
home.” 

“ Did you know of this then?” 

“ Not a word; but I have stayed with the 
Mordaunts, and seen him. And to think 
he should be my own I How extmordinary!” 

“Deuced inconvenient,- I should say. 
What do you mean to do nest?” 

“ Go do^sm to Priestley at the earliest 
opportunity. You’ll come with me, Hal ?” 

“ Better take Moson, he may be of use. 
I’m none.” 

Then Kosou agrees to go; and they talk 
excitedly together for a few minutes, and 
almost forget poor Joel, who is anxiously 
awaiting the upshot of it all. 

“ Well, are you satisfied, or do you still 
wish to fight me?” says Muiraven. to him, 
presently. 

“ I suppose I’ll have no call to fight you, 
sir, if you really married her; but I must 
say I should like to see the lines.” 
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“ Ton shall see them, Cray,' for her sake 
M .well as mine. And, meanwhile, what 
can I do for you ?” 

“t want nothing now, sir, hut to go 
home again and look after mother and the 
little ’uns.” 

“ I cannot talk more to you at present, 
but you may he siire I shall see that none 
«£ her relations want. Here is my address ” 
—giving him a card—“any one with tell 
you where'it is. Come to me there to- 
mprrow evening,, and we will consult what 
I can do to best prove my friendship to 
you.” Upon which hfuiraven puts out his 
^nd and grasps Joel’s rough palm, and 
the poor, honest, blundering soul, feeling 
anything but victorious, and yet with a 
load lifted off his bosom, tunis to grope 
his way down stairs. 

“Don’t you lose that card,” says Strat¬ 
ford, who steps outside the door to show 
him where to go; “ for I am sure his lord- 
ship will prove a good friend to you, if you 
will let him be so.” 

“Bis lordship!” repeats Joel, wondering- 
ly; “which be a lord? the little ’uU?” 

“ 1 ^ 0 , no, the gentleman whom you eall 
Hamilton. His real name is Ibord bluir- 
aven; you must not forget that.” 

“A lord—a real lord—and he was mar¬ 
ried to my poor lass! Ho wonder it killed 
her! And that child Tommy a lord’s son. 
Dam it, how little difference there is be¬ 
tween ’em when they’re covered with 
dirt.” 

The first chuckle that has left Joel’s 
lips for many a long month, breaks from 
them as he steps carefully down the steep 
staircase, and ponders on the wonderful 
truth he has been told. “A lord’s son,” 
he repeats, as he gains the street, and pro¬ 
ceeds to shuffle back to the docks again. 
“ That boy a lord’s sou! Now, I wonder if 
my poor lass knew it all along; or, if not, 
if it makes her feel a bit easier to know it 
now?” 

hluiraven and Moson have a long con¬ 
versation together as they travel .down to 
Glottonbury. 

I conclude this early marri^e of yours 
was what people call a. lovCTmatch, eh?” 
remarks the latter, inquisitively. 

Jluiraven colors. 

“Well, yes, I suppose so; but idve ap¬ 
pears to us iu snch a different' light, you 
Imow, when we come to a matufer age.” 


Never having had any experienee in 
that respect, can’t say I do know.” 

“You are lucky,” with a sigh. “What 
I mean to say is, that at the time I certain¬ 
ly thought I loved her. She was just the 
style of woman to inflame a boy’s first pas¬ 
sion-pretty features, perfect shape, and a 
certain air of abandon about her. And then 
she was several years older than myself?’ 

“Ah! I understand.” 

“ I was not * hooked,’ if you mean that,” 
says Muiraven, quickly. 

“ I never knew a fellow yet, my deir boy, 
who acknowledged that be had been. But 
when a geutleman, under age—” 

“I was two-and-twenty.” 

“Never mind. You were as green as a 
schoolboy. When a man, in your station 
of life, I repeat, is drawn into marriage with 
a woman from a class inferior to his own, 
and older than himself, you may call it 
■ what you choose, but the world.iu general 
will call it ‘hooking.’ ” 

“ Weil, don’t let us talk of it at ail, then,” 
says Muiraven. 

“Ail right; we’ll change the subject. 
How beastly cold it is.” 

Tel, do wbat they will, the conversation 
keeps veering round to the forbidden topic 
till Muiraven has made a clean breast of it 
to his friend. Arrived at Gloltonbury, they 
make roundabout inquiries concerning 
Priestley and the Mordaunts, and there our 
hero learns, for the first time, of the colo¬ 
nel’s death and the subsequent departure 
of his widow. So that it is no surprise to 
Moxon and himself to be received by Olivet 
only when they present themselves at'FeU 
Court. 

* • * * • • » 

Of course the natural astonishment ex¬ 
cited by the assertion that Tommy is Lord 
Muirayen’s lawful heir has to be allayed 
by the explanation given above. And then 
Oliver, who has received the golden key to 
the mystery that has puzzled them, and 
knows much more about it than Saville 
Moxon, becomes quite friendly and inti¬ 
mate witU Muiraven, and wants him to stay 
at the Court, and when his invitation is de¬ 
clined on the score of his TisitoriB anxiety 
to find Mrs. Mordaunt and the boy, shakes 
bands with him warmly, applauding his 
zeal, and wishing him all success in his un¬ 
dertaking, with an enthusiasm that awak¬ 
ens the barrister’s suspicions. 

“What the deuce was that fellow so 
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friendly about?^’ he inqoireA, as they jour* 
ney hack to town. ** Why U he so anxious 
you should neither eat, drink nor sleep till 
you get on the track of old Mordaant*s 
widow?” 

“Why you know perfectly well she has 
the boy.” 

“ What of that ? she wont eat him, I sup¬ 
pose ; and what difierence can a day, more 
or less, make to you before you see him?” 

** You have evidently not much idea of 
paternal affectiori,” says Hulraven, as he 
strikes a fusee on the heel of his boot. 

“Well, where the father has never seen 
his child, and didn’t even know he had got 
one— 1 can’t say I have.” 

“ I have already told you that I have seen 
him.” 

“ And liked him ?” 

“Very much! He is a charming little 
child!” 

“ Hideed! How curious I How, I won¬ 
der if your liking for him arose from a nat- 
1^1 instinct, or from any extraneous cir¬ 
cumstances that may have surrounded him. 
That question would form rather a neat 
l»ychological study.” 

don’t follow you, ifoxon.’' 

“Ho? By the way, iluiraven, what be¬ 
came of that girl—now, what was her name ? 
—Miss—^Miss—St, John, wasn’tit?—whom 
you were so keen after, a few seasons ago ?” 

*^Keen, after! How you do exaggerate, 
Moxon. Why she—she is Mrs. Mordaunt. 
I thought you knew that!” 

“ O r* says Moxon, quietly. 

“ Pray have you anything more to say on 
this subject ?” remarlss his friend presently, 
with some degree of pique. 

“ nothing whatever, my dear fellow— 
nothing whatever. Only pray let us do all 
in our power to get on the track of that 
charming child as soon as possible.” 

“Moxon, I bate youP’ says Muiraven, 
shortly. 

But he cannot a£ord to dispense with 
his md nevertheless. The next day finds 
them at Laburnum Cottage, the residence 
of Mrs. Cavendish; and even that lady’s 
state of flutter in receiving one of the aris¬ 
tocracy in her tiny drawing-room, cannot 
prevent her treating them to a hurst of in¬ 
dignation at the conf^uct of bier niece. 

“So wrong—so very wrong”—she affirms, 
with just a sufficient chance of breaking 
ilown to render it necessary to hold her 
eambric handkerchief in her hand—“so 


unusual—so peculiar—so strange of Mrs. 
Mordaunt to leave us without the slightest 
clue to her place of residence. And she 
might die, you know, my lord, or anything 
else^ and not a soul near her. Pm sure I 
feel quite aMiamed if any one asks after 
her. And there was not the least occasion 
for concealment; though, as I always say, 
we can expect no one to believe it.” 

“ Mrs. Mordaunt has probably her own 
reasons for acting as she does.” 

“ O, you are very good, to make excuses 
fer her, my lord. But she was always will¬ 
fully inclined. And the colonel, whom we 
thought so much of, has behaved so badly 
to her, leaving alibis money away to bis 
nephew; and then, to make matters worse, 
Irene will continue to keep a dirty little 
boy whom she picked up in the village, al¬ 
though—” 

“That dirty little boy is, my son, Mrs. 
Cavendish.” 

Mrs. Cavendish turns pale—starts, and 
puts up her handkerchief to her eyes. It 
cannot be true; and, if it is, that he should 
stand there and confess it! What are the 
aristocracy coming to ? 

Savilie Moxon is so afraid the lady is 
about to faint, that he rushes to the rescue, 
giving her the whole story in about two 
words. Upon which she revives, and be¬ 
comes as enthusiastic as Oliver was.. 

“O myiord, I beg a thousand pardons! 
I used the word * dirty’ most unadvisedly. 
Of course she has kept him scrupulously 
clean, and has treated him just like her own 
child. And I always said—it was the re-* 
mark of every one—what an aristocratic- 
looking boy he was. How surprised—how 
charmed she will he! O, you must find 
her; I am sure it caunot be so difficult. 
And I believe she’s in England, though that 
horrid old Walmsley will not tell.” 

“ Ton thinkbe knowsher ad dress, then ?” 

“ I am sure of it; but it’s no use asking 
him. Pve begged and implored of him to 
tell me, but the most he will do is to for¬ 
ward my letters; and Irene always answers 
them through him, and there’s an end 
of it.” 

“And she is well?” demands Muiraven, 
anxiously. 

“ O, the dear child’s quite well, my lord,” 
replies Mrs. Cavendish, mistaking the pro¬ 
noun; “you need have no fear of that. 
Her letters are full of nothing but Tom¬ 
my. She little thinks whom she has got 
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the chaise of. She icill be proud, I am 
aure.’* 

“lam afraid we must leave you now,” 
-Baysher visitor, rising, “ as we must try and 
see Hr. Walmsley to-day.” 

“ 0, can’t you stay a few minutes longer 
—just ten ? No! Well, then, good-by, my 
lord, and I hope you will let me know as' 
soon as j'ou have traced my niece.” 

And Mrs. Cavendish, much to her cha¬ 
grin, is left alone; for Mary, who has been 
up stairs all this time changing her dress, 
descends to the drawing-room in her new 
blue merino, all ready to captivate his lord- 
ship, just as his lordship’s tall figure disap- 
pearsroutside the garden gate. 

. “Just a minute too late I What a pity!” 
thinks Mrs. Cavendish, as she puts up her 
-eyeglass to watch the departure of the two 
young men. “ Well, he certainly is a fine- 
looking man. And fancy his being a wid¬ 
ower 1 Not hut what I think my Mary 
would he too sensible to object to that. 
And if the child were in the way, why, I 
dare say Irene wouldn’t mind continuing 
the charge, as she seems so fond of it. 
Well, all Ihope is he’ll come again, and Fll 
take good care next time that Mary is ready 
dressed to receive him. Such a chance to 
throw away! If he’d only seen her as she 
looks now, the ^rl’s fortune would have 
been made.” 

******* 

Old Walmsley the solicitor is a tougher 
customer to deal with than either of them 
anticipated, and even Saville Moxon finds 
it beyond his skill to worm out anything 
from him that be doesn’t feel disposed 
to tell. 

“ It’s all very well, gentlemen,” he says, 
in answer to their combined entreaties, 
“hut you’re asking me to betray the confi¬ 
dence of one of my clients, which is a thing 
Pve never done during a practice of five 
and thirty years, and which I don’t intend 
to begin doing now.” 

“But, look here, Mr. Walmsley,” says 
Muiraven, “ surely, under the circum¬ 
stances, I have a right to demand Mrs. Mor- 
dannt’s address; she is detaining my child 
from me.” 

“Then you can write and demand the 
child, my lord, and the letter shall he duly 
forwarded to her.” 

“ But she may not answer it.” 

“ I think that very unlikely.” 

“ But I want to see my child.” 


“ I am sure' my client will not detain it 
an hoar longer than it is her due.” 

“ But I want to see Aer,’^ he bursts out, 
impetuously. 

Old Walmsley looks at him over his spec¬ 
tacles. 

“1 think you were the Honorable Eric 
Keir, my lord?” 

“What of it?” 

“ I was in the late St. John’s entire 
confidence.” Muiraven reddens. 

“ Well, if you were, you know the reason 
why I disappointed her. I have just told 
it you, I was a married man— Z am a 
widower!” 

“ And Mrs. Mordaunt is a widow!” 

“ Exactly so. Moxon, for Heaven’s sake, 
can’t you find something more interesting 
to stare at than myself? Now, will you 
give me her address, Mr. Walmsley?” 

“ I see no further reason for it, my lord. 
Ton can still write.” 

This is too hard,” cries Muiraven, im¬ 
petuously, as he jumps up from his seat, 
and commences striding up and down the 
solicitor’s oflace. “My tongue has been 
tied for years. I have banished myself from 
her presence; I have even left home in 
order to avoid the temptation of speaking 
to her; and, now that the opportunity pre¬ 
sents itself—now that at last I am able to 
—to—” 

“ Gk) on, Muiraven,” says Moxon, encour¬ 
agingly, “ to claim my charming child” 

“ You shan’t go down with me, wherever 
it is, for one,” replies Muiraven, flushing 
up to the roots of his' hair, as he tries to 
turn off his rhapsody with an uneasy laugh. 
“ Mr. Walmsley, is there no hope forme?” 

“None that I shall betray Mrs. Mor- 
daunt’s confidence, my lord.” 

Muiraven sighs. 

“ Well, I suppose I must content myself 
with writing, then.” 

“ But if,” continues the old lawyer, slyly 
—“ if you were to set yourself to guess the 
place where my client has hidden herself, 
why—why—” 

“What then?” eagerly. 

“ I should be very much annoyed, my 
lord—exceedingly annoyed; indeed,” with 
a low chuckle, “ were you to guess right, I 
think I should —1 should—” 

“ What should you do?” 

“ Get up and leave the room, and slaTn 
the door behind me.” 

“ Come on, Moxon,” says Muiraven, glee- 
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fully, as he draws a chair to the table again. 

“ Let’s begin and guess all the places in 
England alphabetically, till we come to the 
right one.” 

“ But I don’t know any of them. I’ve 
forgotten all about my geography,” replies 
Moxon. 

“ O nonsense; it’s easy as can be. Now 
for A: Aldersgate (0 no! that’s inLondon). 
Aylesbury, Aberdeen, A-, A-. Both¬ 

er it! which are the places that begins 
with A?” 

“ Ammersmith,” suggests Moson; at 
which old Walmsley laughs. 

“ If you’re going to play the fool, I give 
it up,” says lluiraven, sulkily. 

“Allright, dear old fellow! I thought 
it did begin with A. Arundel, Aberystwith, 
A xmi nster. There are three proper ones 
for you instead.” 

“ Alnwick, Alresford, Andover,” con¬ 
tinues his friend; and then, after a long 
pause, “ There are no more A’s. Let’s go 
on to B. Bristol, Brighton, Birmingham, 
Baimoral, Baltimore—” 

“Stay; that’s in America, old boy! Bas¬ 
ingstoke, Bath, Beaminster. Doesn’t it re¬ 
mind one of ’ I love my love with a B, be¬ 
cause she is Beautiful. I hate her with a 
B, because she is Bumptious.” 

“ Can’t you be sane for five minutes to¬ 
gether, Moxon ? If this matter is sport to 
you, remember it’s death to me.” 

“ Better give it up, Muiraven, and write 
instead. You can’t expect to go on at this 
rate and keep your senses. To go through ' 
all the towns in the United Kingdom, alpha¬ 
betically, would ruin the finest mental con¬ 
stitution. Perhaps Mr. Walmsley could 
oblige us with a gazetteer.” 

“ I don’t keep such a thing at my office, 
sir.” 

“ Let’s try C, at all events, Moxon, and 
then I’ll think about writing the letter. 
Cambridge, Canterbury, Carlisle, Cardiff, 
Cheltenham, Chester, Chatham— 

“Canton, Carihee Islands,” interposes 
Moxon. 

“Chichester, Cornwall, Clifton,” goes 
on Muiraven, with silent contempt; “ Croy¬ 
don, Cocklebury—Hallo! Moxon (starting), 
wliat’sthatt” as a loud slam of the office 
door interrupts his dreamy catalogue. 

“ Only that Walmsley has rushed out of 
the room as if the old gentleman were after 
him.” 

“ But what did I say ?” 


“Nothing that I know of. Ton were jab¬ 
bering over your towns beginning with C.” 

“ But the word—the word—was it Croy¬ 
don or Cocklebury? Don’t you under¬ 
stand? I have hit the right one at last! 
By Jove! what luck I” He is beaming all 
over, as he speaks, with love and expec¬ 
tation. 

“ I suppose you must have; but Pm 
whipped if I know which it can be.” 

“ It’s Cocklebury. Pm sure it’s Cocklo- 
bury. It can’t be Croydon. No one who 
wanted to hide would go to Croydon. It 
must be Cocklebury 1 

“ And where the deuce is Cocklebury?” 

“ Down in Hampshire, the most ont-of- 
the-way place in the world. I was there 
once for a few days fishing; but how the 
name came into my head beats me altogeth¬ 
er. It was providence or inspiration that 
put it there. Butit’s all right now. I don’t 
care for anything else. I shall go down to 
Cocklebury to-night.” And leaping up 
from his chair, Muiraven commences to 
button his greatcoat and draw on his gloves 
again preparatory to a start. 

“ Hum!” says Moxon. “ You promised 
to see that man Cray to-night.” 

“ You can see him for me. Yon can tell 
him all I should have done. There is no 
personal feeling in the matter.” 

“ Cocklespillbury, or whatever its name 
is, being an obscure fishing hamlet, there 
is probably not another train to it to-day.” 

“O nonsense! there is a train—there 
must be a train—there shall be a train P’ 

“ All right. And if not, yon can have a 
special. Money’s no object.” 

“Moxon, I always thought you were 
rather a well-meanii^ fellow; but it strikes 
me that you’ve not got much feeling in this 

matter.” 

“ I always thought you were a man of 
sense; but it strikes me that you’re going 
to make an ass of yourself.” 

“ Do you want to quarrel with me ?” says 
Muiraven, grandly, as he steps opposite to 
his friend. 

“Notin the least, my dear fellow; but 
if anything eould make us quarrel, it would 
be to see you aeting with so little fore¬ 
thought.” 

“ Ah, Moxon, you don’t know what it is 
to—to—” 

“ To be the father of ‘ a charming child,’ 
no; but if I were, I am sure I should defer 
seeing him till tp-morrow.” 
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“Gentlemen, have you left ofi saying 
^onrABC?” demands old Walmsley, as 
die puts his head in again at the door. 

“ Hy dear sir, I am so much obliged to ' 
jou,” exclaims Muiraven, seizing his hand 
with unnecessazy warmth. 

“I’m rejoiced to hear it, my lord; hut 
what for?” 

“ For .telling me Mrs. l^ordaunt’s ad¬ 
dress.” 

“rmsure I never told you that. It’s 
gainst my principles to betray a client’s 
'Confidence.” 

“But for slamming the door in that de¬ 
lightful manner. It comes to the same 
thing, you know. Cocklebury in Hamp- . 
.shire. There can’t be two Cockleburys. 
.And now I must be off to see if I can get a 
train down there to-night,” 

“ I can satisfy you on that point, my 
.lord. No train stopping at the nearest sta¬ 
tion to Cocklebury leaves town after two 
•o’clock.” 

V The devil!’’ says Muiraven. 

“ Come, Muiraven, be reasonable. Keep 
your appointment with Cray this evening, 
and don’t think of leaving London till to¬ 
morrow.” 

He can’t doit,” interposes the solicitor, 
•dryly. 

“He is equal to anything; he will be¬ 
stride a forty-horse power bicycle if I don’t 
j>revent him,” replies Moson, laughing. 

But Muiraven does not laugh. All the 
light seems to have faded out of his face. 

“ You are right, Moxbn,” he says, gloom¬ 
ily. “ Take me home, and do what you 
will with me. I am worse than a child.” 

Old Walmsley sees them go with a sly 
•chuckle and a rub of the hands. 

Hope I haven’t departed from my prin¬ 
ciples,” he thinks to himself; “but I 
couldn’t have sent him away without it. 
Poor young thing. How it will brighten 
up her dull life to see him. And if it 
•should come right at last—and it looks very 
much to me as if it were coming right—^why 
—why, I hope they’ll let me draw up the 
settlements—that’s all.” 

♦ * , * » ♦ * » 

Joel Cray’s untutored mind is vastly as¬ 
tonished by the reception which he receives 
.at Lord Muiraven’s hands that evening, 

“ I hope yon understand perfectly,” says 
liishost, when, after considerable difficulty, 
He has indncsd the rough creature to take 
.a chair and sit down beside him, “that I 


had no idea but that my wife ba/^ left me 
.with another man, else I should have ad- 
Tertised openly for her, or set the detecUve 
officers to find out her address. But I 
feared that discovery would only lead to an. 
exposure of myown dishonor, and preferred 
the silent, solitary life I have adhered to 
since. Could I have known that Myra was 
still true to me, I would have risked every¬ 
thing to place her in the position she had 
a right to clmm.” 

“ She was true to you, sir, and no mis¬ 
take; for I don’t mind a-teliing you now, 
that I tried hard to make her my mf e; but 
’twern’t of no good. She allays stuck to it 
that she couldn’t forget you; and till 
strength failed her, she was on her feet 
a-tramping after you.” 

“ Whilst I was out of the country, trying 
to foiget the disgrace which I thought at¬ 
tached to me. Poor Myra!” • 

“ She’s dead and done with, sir. It’s no 
use our a-pipin’ nor a*quarrellin’ over her 
any more.” 

“Toa speak very sensibly, Cray; bat at 
the same time, I am anxioas to show yon 
that I regret the past, and should like to 
make some amends for it, if possible. I 
cannot let any of Myra’s relations wank 
You tell me yoa are going back to Priestley. 
What do you do there ?” 

“Pm a day laborer, sir—my lord, I 
mean,” with a touch of his hair. 

“ And your mother?” 

“ She takes in washin’, my lord, and has 
five little ’uns to keep on it.” 

“ It is those five little ones I wish to help 
her and you to maintain; so I have placed 
with my friend here, Mr. Moxon, who is a 
lawyer, two thousand pounds to be disposed 
of as you may-think best; either placed in. 
the bank to your credit, or laid out in the 
purchase of land, or in any way that may 
most conduce to your comfort.” 

“ Two^thousandr-^oundsV^ repeats Joel, 
win ^i'':iwnout incredulous, wonder, as he 
rises ii Via his chair. 

“ 1 es! that will bring you in about sixty 
pounds a year; or if you expend it in a 
little farm—” 

‘'Two^thousand — poundaV* reiterates 
the laborer, slowly, “it aint true, sir, 
surely?” 

“ I would not deceive you, Cray. I give 
it you, not as a compensation for your 
cousin’s blighted life, remember, but as a 
token that if I could I would have prevent- 
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her nnhappiness. I loved her, Cray; 
didn’t marry her to desert her. She de¬ 
serted Die.” 

Joel’s dirty homy hand comes forth, tim¬ 
idly, but steadily, to meet Muiraven’s. 

“ifayl do it, sir? God bless you for 
them words. They’re better than all the 
money to me. And if the poor girl can 
hear them too, I believe heaven looks the 
'brighter to her. You’re very good, sir. I 
asks your pardon humbly for all my bad 
thoughts towards you, and I hope as you’ll 
get a good wife and a true wife yet. That’ll 
be neither shame nor blame to you.” 

“ Thank you, Cray. I hope before long 
you’ll do the same, and teach your children 
that gentlemen have hearts sometimes as 
well as poorer men. I shall always take an 
interest in you and your doings, and my 
friend here will see that the money I spoke 
of is handed over to you as soon as you are 
ready to receive it.” 

“I don’t know about the marrying, my 
lord,” says Joel, sheepishly, *‘for it seems 
a troublous business at the best to me; but 
there’ll be plenty of prayers going up for 
you from Priestley, and the worst I wishes 
Tor you is that they may bring you all the 
luck you deserve.” 

“ And to think,” he continues to himself 
as he returns to his own home, “ that that 
there’s the chap I swore by my poor gal’s 
grave to bring to judgment for her 
wrongs!” 

*• « » » * » * « 

The eleven o’clock train next day takes 
Muiraven down to the nearest town to 
Cocklebxiry. All by himself; he has posi¬ 
tively refused to travel any more in Moxon’s 
company. Two hours bring him to the 
place; but there is no hotel there, only an 
old-fashioned inn, with raftered ceilings 
and diamond-shaped windows, called “The 
Coach and Horses,” where our hero is com¬ 
pelled to put up and dine, whilst he sends 
a messenger over to Cocklebury. He has 
not come down unarmed, for he sat up late 
last nightj writing a long detailed account 
to Mrs. Mordauntof his early marriage and 
his wife’s identity, so fcliat the worst may 
be over before he and Ireue meet again. 
And this letter, which winds up an entreaty 
that he may go over at once to Cocklebury 
to see and claim his child, he despatches 
as soon as possible to Irene’s residence, 
striving meanwhile to beguile his impa¬ 
tience by an attempt to masticate the fresh¬ 


ly-killed beef which the landlady of th& 
“Coach and Horses,” places before him, 
and which only results in his emptying the 
ilaskof cognac he has brought with him, 
and walking np and down the cold, mnsry- 
smelling, unused room, until he has nearly 
worked himself intoafever with impatience 
and suspense. How he pictures her feel¬ 
ings on opening that importarrt packet? 
Sije will shed a few tears, perhaps, at Grsr, 
poor darling, to learn he has ever stood in 
so close a relationship to any other woman z. 
but they will soon dry up beneath' the fever¬ 
ish delight with which she will recognize- 
the truth that he is once more free—that, 
they are both free, at last, to love and com¬ 
fort one another. Ah! that he could but 
be on the spot to comfort her now! What 
is this fool of a messenger about not to re¬ 
turn? It is not half a mile to Cocklebury I 
Why did he not go himself? 

Peace! patience! He knows that he has- 
done what is most right and properin send¬ 
ing an avant-conrier to apprise her of •hi& 
coming; aiid it will not—it cannot be long 
before he holds her in his arms again. 

In his annsl God of heaven! how they 
tremble at the thought—in his arms!—that 
have seemed so many times to fold her 
sweet self against his heart, and closed 
upon the empty air instead I In his arms! 
His darling— his Irene—the one love of his 
life! He will kiss away her tears; he will 
pour his protestations of fidelity in her ear 
—^he will have the right now to explain 
everj’thing—to atone for everything—to 
offer her the rest of his existence as repara¬ 
tion for the past! And she—his injured 
angel—^his dear, suffering martyr—what a 
vista of happiness will open out before her! 
—what a—. Hark I what was that? A 
tap at the door. 

“ Come in! come ini” 

His messenger has reinnied; the landlady 
appears before him holding forth an en¬ 
velop. 

“ Give it me—at once T’ He tears it from 
her hand impetuously, and she says after¬ 
wards, with some degree of umbrage, that 
the gentleman looked more like a hungry 
wolf at her than a man who had had his 
dinner at the “ Coach and Horses.” 

The room is dark and gloomy. He takes 
the precious letter to the window; his hand 
shakes, so that he can scarcely open it. At 
last I yes, it is her dear writing. Before he 
reads it, he presses kisses on the paper:— 
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“ My dear Lord MinsAVEis ',—I hare 
ceceired your letter. I need not tell you 
that Its contents were a great surprise to 
TOC. I was aware, from certain papers be¬ 
longing to his mother, and confided to me 
after her death, that my adopted diild was 
yoMT son; but I was little prepared to hear 
that he had beeu born in wedlock. For 
his sake, I sincerely rejoice that it should 
be so. 1 can fully enter into your natural 
-anxiety to claim and acknowledge him, 
-and 1 will send him to you with as little 
•delay as possible. But you most foigive 


me for declining your kind otter to visit me 
here, for I have literally seen no one since 
my dear' husband’s death, and feel quite 
unequal to the task of receiving visitors. If 
you will be.so good as to let me know how 
and when Tommy is to join you, I will be 
careful to see your wishes are attended 


to. neiiete me yours sincerely, 

“ Ieeye MoBDAUirr.” 
She will not see him—will not receive 
him at her house. What devil’s charm is 
again at work to-circumve'nt their meeting? 
[CO^CLUD]^ ET HBXX NUMBER:] 
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CHAPTER XTV. 

It was no aftectation of pique or senti¬ 
ment, or even a morbid sensibility, that 
made Irene desirous her place of residence 
should be kept, for the present, a secret 
from her friends and relations. She "Was 
simply sick of the -world, and the world’s 
treatment of her; and felt as though she 
never should recover from this last shock 
unless she were left alone. She had tried 
so hard during her married life to do her 
duty, and win her husband’s trust and con¬ 
fidence, that it was a bitter blow to find for 
her reward that he had not only suspected 
her virtue as no other man would have 
dared to do, but had left her for sole leg¬ 
acy a dishouored name. He, for whose 
sake she had trampled on the thorny love 
he believed her capable of cherishing, un¬ 
mindful how much her shrinking flesh bled 
from the contact so long as she might cany 
her head erect, her conscience undefiled 
and pure. She did not realize the extent 
of the injury done to her fair fame until 
the grave had closed over the remains of 
Colonel Mordaunt. Until then her mind 
had been so much occupied with the grief 
his loss occasioned her, that it had had no 
time to dwell on the doubtful position in 
which she would be placed by the altera¬ 
tion of his will. But afterwards she saw 
it! She read it in Oliver’s indignation, 
Isabella’s pity, and Mrs. Quekett’s ill-con- 
cealed delight. Notwithstanding the good 
intentions of her sister-in-law and stepson, 
it hurt her pride that they should press on 
her as a freewill offering that which 
should have been her own by right. She 
could appreciate their affection, but yet it 
stung her bitterly. She could not remain 
at Fen Court, where she had reigned su¬ 
preme, and where the power to reign to her 
life’s end would have been too small a re¬ 
turn for the sacrifices she had made there, 
as a visitor, or even as a friend. And then 
the child—^whom she had learned to love 
so much for his own sake—^whom she re¬ 
garded as a sacred, though unconscious 
trust, from Eric—who was about the only 


creature left whom she could cling to_^was 

she to part with him ? Her name had been 
so cruelly associated with his, she could 
not keep him at Feu Court, nor even near 
it; nor should he be dependent on any one 
but herself or his own father for his main¬ 
tenance ; what alternative, then, remained 
to her (unless she separated from Tommy 
and meekly accepted the stigma cast upon 
them both) but to go away? 

Irene was no humble-spirited, long-suf¬ 
fering Griselda, quietly to accept the indig¬ 
nity that had been offered her; the very 
fact that her husband’s suspicions were 
unfounded made her the more determined 
to show the world she" snapped her fingers 
at them, and nothing should induce her to 
part with the child of her adoption except 
Mulraveu’s -wishes. She did not feel these 
things so keenly before the will was read. 
Her heart had been softened by her last 
interview with Philip. She had felt so 
much for his distress, that her own had 
been, for the while, lost sight of. But 
when she. heard herself defamed, and 
knew that every' servant in her employ was 
made aware that he had suspected her, her 
pride rose uppermost; the firmness and 
decision which had made her what she 
was came to the front, and had the reten¬ 
tion of Tommy Brown blasted the remain¬ 
der of her life, she would have so blasted 
it. She had a right to keep the child—she 
had adopted him with her husband’s full 
consent, and no power on earth but one 
should part them. She went to Laburnum 
Cottage, intending there quietly to think 
over and settle her plans. But when she 
came to consider, she felt that as long as 
Oliver knew where to find her, he would 
never leave her in peace. He would follow, 
and argue, and plead, and pray, until per¬ 
haps he fairly worried her into acting 
against her own conscience; and to be left 
in peace -was her most ardent desire. She 
wanted time, and repose, and quiet to en¬ 
able her to look her future—her blank 
cheerless future—steadily in the face. For 
remember, that for Irene still existed that 
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mysterious inexplicable barrier that had 
risen up, three years ago, between hlnir- 
aven and herself, and she had but one 
hope concerning him—that he would per¬ 
mit her to retain the guardianship of his, 
as yet, unknown child. To compass the 
end she had in view Irene felt her destina¬ 
tion must be kept a secret. Her only chance 
of recovery lay in spending a few quiet 
months, until the first bitterness of her de¬ 
spair was over, and she had fixed upon her 
future course of life. Mrs. Cavendish was 
most anxious she should take lodgings at 
Sydenham, or remain with her at Labur¬ 
num Cottage. So ciose to London, she 
might renew acquaintanceship with all her 
old friends; and then the Crystal Palace 
such an advantage I But the prospect of 
vicinity to flower shows and cat shows, 
concerts, pantomimes and conjurers, 
seemed to hold but no charms to our poor 
heroine. She remained, as her aunt her¬ 
self expressed it, “as obstinate as a pig,” 
and put in her final claim to the character 
by going up to town one day with her 
child and her Inggage, and thence writing 
to inform Mrs. Cavendish that she had 
fi.ved on, and. was about to proceed to, a 
distant place, where she hoped and intend¬ 
ed to remain perdue, and free from the in¬ 
novations of all well-meaning friends until 
she should have somewhat recovered from 
the sudden shock of her late bereavement. 
But she did'not refuse to communicate 
with her relations, and many letters on 
the subject passed between them through 
the mediumship of Mr. Walmsley. 

It Was strange how Cocklebury happened 
to become Irene’s destination. She had 
thought of Winchester—indeed, she had 
gone down to Winchester, hearing it to 
be a dull behind-the-world sort of old 
place, but had found the town fuller and 
more accessible than she anticipated, and 
passed on to a little village beyond. There 
sbe had experienced much difficulty in 
finding lodgings, and a certain landlady, 
in accounting for the rent of her apart¬ 
ments, mentioned they were in great de¬ 
mand. “ For only yesterday, mum, a lady, 
as might be yourself, came over from 
Cocklebury, which is a good twenty-seven 
mile to the left of this, all in a flutter for 
rooms, and would have took these directly 
only two wasn’t enough for her.” 

Cocklebury! the name seemed familiar 
to her—where had she heard it before ? 


She could not tell, and yet it reverberated 
on her heart as though it held a place 
there. Doubtless she had heard it in some 
desultory conversation with Lord Mnir- 
aven, hnt the remembrance had died 
away. Only from that cursory mention of 
the fishing village grew out her final set¬ 
tlement there. She returned to Winches¬ 
ter and began to make inquiries concern¬ 
ing Cocklebury, and going to look at the 
desolate retired little hole, found two tiny 
rooms to suit a quarterly balance of five- 
and-twenty pounds, and engaged them. 

It was a dnll lowering antumn day when 
the young widow removed her boxes and 
her little boy to their new home. Who is 
it thinks the country charming all the 
ycM round ? Many say so, but they belong 
chiefly to the unfortunate ciass whose 
health, business or profit renders such a 
residence compulsory to them; and it is 
just as well to make the best of an incur¬ 
able ill. But for those who are not thus 
compelled to dwell there! 2fo one denies 
its advantages in fine weather, and no one 
can appreciate tliem like the man 'whose 
life is spent generally in the close atmos¬ 
phere of town. There are moments when 
brain and body have been overworked, and 
speculations have failed, and the atmos¬ 
phere reminds one of that fabulous Pande¬ 
monium where we should like to consign 
all who have disappointed us; when the 
tho-ght oniy of cool green fields, and 
waving boughs, and murmuring brooks is 
enough to make us forswear brick walls, 
gas, hurry, dust and lies forever; but does 
it last? We rush to the green fields; we 
lounge beneath the waving boughs; we are 
deliciously lazy and useless, and altogether 
demoralized for a few days of complete in- 
ertion; and then the brain springs up 
again, the mind wants food, the fields pall, 
the trees pall, the waters pall; we demand 
men and women, and conversation; we 
are again sharpening the mental scythe 
with which we mow down our adversaries; 
and if it is heyond our power or our prin¬ 
ciples to rush back again pellmeil into the 
arena of business and of work, we begin 
to bate the monotony we are unaccus¬ 
tomed to 1 But what of the country—that 
paradise of city men—in autumn aud in 
.winter? what of the leafless boughs, the 
filthy muddy lanes, the barren gardens, 
the.evenings spent, night after’night, at 
home, with your next-door neighbor five 
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miles away, and no resource but to read 
tke papers till you go to sleep ? A country 
house always feels damp and cold, in win¬ 
ter. If it is a large one, it has long corri¬ 
dors full of draughts; and if it is small, it 
possesses horrid glass doors which open to 
the garden, through which one sees a pan¬ 
orama of sodden leaves that makes one 
shudder to look at. People in the country, 
too, get in the habit of leaving all the 
doors open in summer, and do not get out 
of it as completely as they should do in the 
severer season. Generally speaking, also, 
their chimneys smoke, and their passages 
are not half lighted or warmed; and, 
altogether, give me a house in town. A 
cosy house at the West End—^not too large, 
for size implies grandeur, and grandeur 
entails care; but well-carpeted, well-cur¬ 
tained, and sufficiently ornamental not to 
render it incommodious. A house where 
privacy and publicity are alike attainable 
—where each and every one is free to 
come or to go—where the only rules are 
one’s own inclinations, and the only rest a 
change of occupation. 

Light it well, warm it thoroughly, main¬ 
tain it with an incoioe not large enough to 
render work unnecessary, fill it with the 
daily food required by the nineteenth cen¬ 
tury intellect, place in it the people you 
love best—but no! I wont go on. Could I 
conjure up such a lot as that, I should 
never want to go to heaven! 

Fancy such a house on a dark winter’s 
evening; bright, light and warm, filled 
with the sound of wit and laughter, the 
voice of music, the deeper tones of argu¬ 
ment; or, if such things are not forthcom¬ 
ing (and with continuity even their glory 
would depart), why, go to the 

theatreP* 

A blessing upon blissful ignorance I If 
every one knew and felt these things as we 
do, who would live in the country ? And 
it’s quite impossible we can all live in 
town. I begin to wish I had not said any¬ 
thing about it. 

Poor Irene felt it terribly when she first 
went down to Cocklebury. Imagine turn¬ 
ing out of a place like Pen Court, where 
she had been enjoying an income of sev¬ 
eral thousands, to begin life anew on a 
hundred pounds a year, in two meagre lit¬ 
tle rooms in an ill-built cottage in the 
country I She had no heart left,'poor girl, 
with which to bear it bravely, and she felt 


as downcast and humiliated as though she 
were really guilty of what she had been 
accused. 3£aster Tommy, too, did not tend 
to lighten her burden at this particular 
moment. Children, as a rule, do not take 
kindly to any violent changes; and this 
young gentleman’s character had devel¬ 
oped in a marvellous way of late. He had 
no recollection left now of his mother, nor 
the poverty in which he had been reared; 
but quite thought—if ever he thought at 
all—that he was Irene’s child, and the lux¬ 
uries of Fen Court had always been his 
own. He liked to sleep in his mamma’s 
bed, and was proud that she should wash 
and dress him instead of Phosbe; hut he 
grumbled dreadfully at the loss of his 
pleasures, and the inconveniences he was 
forced to undergo. “I don’t like that ugly 
basin.”’ he would say, the first thing in the 
morning. “ I wont be washed in it, mam¬ 
ma I It’s like a servant’s basin. I want 
the pretty one I used to have with the little 
roses on it. And why can’t I have jam for 
breakfast now? IVhere is The jam we had 
at Priestley? why couldn’t you bring it. 
away with us, mamma? I don’t like this. 
new place. There is no garden here tnmu.. 
in, and no carriage, and the woman has no 
donkey—and when I asked her why sl» 
had no donkey, she said, if I wanted all 
those things, why did I come to Cockle¬ 
bury?” 

O Tommy! you mustn’t talk like that.. 
What did you say to herP’ 

“ I told her not to speak to me; that Pnt. 
a gentleman, and the master of the fox¬ 
hounds, and X shall go back to the Court 
and get my donkey. Let ns go back to— 
day, mamma. I don’t like this nasty place 
there are only cabbages in the garden.” 

*‘jily darling P’ said Irene, as she took: 
the child upon her lap, ** yon wouldn’t lik& 
to go away from your mamma—would 
■you?” 

“No! You must come, too P’ 

“I can’t go, Tommy, I am never going 
back to the Court again, and my little boy 
must try to be happy here.” 

“Don’t cry, mammal I will be happy. 

X will get the little broom and sweep up all 
the crumbs. I like doing that much bet¬ 
ter than the donkey. And I will get youi 
boots, and put them inside the fender, and 
Uien they will be warm when you go out 
walking. And 1—^I—” continued the 
child, looking all round the room to see 
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what he could do, “ and I wUl do lots of 
things, ma mm a, if you wont cry.” And 
then he wouid bring his mite of a pocket- 
handkerchief and scmb her eyes until he 
made her laugh in spite of herself, and 
think while this affection was spared to 
her she could never be entirely unhappy. 
Snt a hundred pounds a year is very, very 
little en which to keep two people—it is 
hardly enough to feed them. With cloth¬ 
ing they were, of course, amply stocked; 
but Irene (who was anything but ignorant 
of the value of money) found it hard 
enough to provide herself and the child 
with the common necessaries of life, even 
in such an out-of-the-way place as Cockle- 
bury. 

It was a wonderful little village, dedi¬ 
cated, apparently, to the nurture of old 
maids—who, one and all, called upon Mrs. 
Mordaunt and offered their assistance to 
her; but, though she was not ungracious, 
she declined all advances. She was not- 
going to have it said afterwards by these 
virtuous maidens that she came among 
them upon false pretences; and if they had 
but known, etc., etc. 

She could imagine, if any rumors of her 
unfortunate story reached their ears, how 
they would turn up their virginal noses at 
her and at poor little Tommy, and declare 
they had suspected it from the very first. 
So she kept to herself in those miserable 
little Ipdgings, and made them all the 
duller and less pleasant for the fact. She 
was devoted to the child—to his baby les¬ 
sons and baby pleasures, and waited on 
him like a faithful nurse from morning 
until night. She knew that it could not be 
long now before Lord Muiraven returned 
to England; and then, if she kept to her 
resolution, she must inform him of his 
son’s existence; but she still cherished the 
hope that he would not deprive her of 
him. She felt so desperate in her loneli¬ 
ness, that she meant to throw herself on 
his compassion, and entreat him not to 
take the boy away, but let her bring him 
up, as she had designed to do, and feel that 
she had something left still to render the 
future not all dark to her. And so she 
has been living for nearly four months 
when Muiraven lands at the “ Coach and 
Horses,” and despatches his messenger 
with the intelligence that is to shatter all 
her hopes. It is a cold day in January; 
the air is keen and frosty, and the ponds 


about Cocklebury are frozen over. Irene 
has just come in from a long walk with her 
little man, who is very anxious—like all 
high-spirited children-to be allowed to go 
on the ice and slide; and she has been at 
some pains to explain to him how danger¬ 
ous sliding is, and how some little boys 
tumble down and break their noses, and 
others tumble in and are drowned. But 
her dreadful stories do not appear to have 
much effect on Tommy. 

“ I wouldn’t be drowned 1” he says, con¬ 
fidently. “ I would get out of the hole 
again, and run back as quick as I could to 
my mamma.** 

“And your mamma would give you a 
good whipping for being such a naughty 
boy,” returns Irene, laughing, as she di¬ 
vests him of his comforter and warm coat. 
“No, Tommy darling, Tve got something 
much nicer for you than sliding on the 
ice. Guess what it isT’ 

“A podding!” says Tommy. 

“ Yes! a pudding for dinner-a nice lit¬ 
tle ronnd pudding stuck full of plums, all 
for yourself. Make haste and brush your 
hair and come and eat it.” 

The child has already forgotten the lux¬ 
uries of Fen Court, and is as eager and 
excited over the pudding “ stuck full of 
plums” as though pudding had never 
been an everyday occurrence. And yet 
Irene had to think twice before she or¬ 
dered it for him. 

It is two o’clock, their dinner hour, and 
when the meat is removed, she sits by the 
fire and watches the young rosy-cheeked 
rebel gormandizing his pudding, and feels 
quite happy and content to do so. She has 
so identified herself of late with this child 
—so accommodated her conversation and 
ideas to his, and schooled herself to be¬ 
lieve that there exists no one else in the 
world for her but him, that she is begin¬ 
ning to feel lonely when he is out of her 
sight. So she sits by, smiling while he 
eats and talks to her, when Muiraveu’s 
letter is put into her hand. The recogni¬ 
tion of the writing makes her tremble; 
but when she has opened and read it, the 
news which it conveys makes her tremble 
still more. 

She cannot believe it—^Muiraven close at 
hand, ready to come at once and claim his 
child—^his child, bom in lawful wedlock, 
and heir to his titles and estates—Aer child, 
which under these circumstances she 
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never hope to be allowed to keep. Her 
•cliild. who for the last two years she has 
brought up and nourished as her own, and 
grown to love as she believes that she 
could never love another, to be taken away 
—to be reared, educated, and sent forth 
into the world without her having the 
right to offer even an opinion on the sub¬ 
ject! She reads through the letter twice, 
and then she gets up, and walking blindly 
into the adjoining room, throws herself 
upon the bed in a paroxysm of despair. 

O, it is too hard! it is too bitterly, 
cruelly hard that this too should come 
upon her! that, tum where she will, God 
will not leave one loophole by which she 
can escape from utter desolation 1 She is 
weary of it all—this continued struggle 
with misfortune—^this fighting against 
fate, which only results in bruises and 
heart-sickness. She throws up the game 
—she will strive no more—she will never 
attempt to build up another affection for 
herself. Let him take his child and rear 
it as he will—the further away the better, 
for she will never trust herself to see him 
«r to think of him ^aiu. He loos hers, 
and he is Mniraven’s. His father must 
accept the entire responsibility of him 
henceforth, for she cannot halve nor share 
him—she must have him altogether, or not 
at all! 

“ Mamma—mamma I may I have the rest 
of the pudding?” The piping voice is 
close by her side, and the little hand is 
pulling sturdily at her petticoats. 

She raises herself languidly and looks at 
him—at the dark blue eyes, the waving 
hair, the tout ensemble so like the man 
whose love has spoiled her life. But this 
is no longer the little outcast—the poor, 
nameless, basebom child, whom, spite of 
evil tongues, she has so fondly ebetiahed. 
It U thcaheir presumptive to one of the 
oldest earldoms in England that stands 
before her—the hope of a noble house— 
the legitimate sou of the flight Honorable 
the Lord Viscount Ifuiraven—the—the— 
SonOrdble Thomas Keir. 

At the thought, miserable as she is, she 
laughs. The Honorable Thomas is reas¬ 
sured. 

“ Mamma'. I want more pudding! Tour 
little Tommy boy wants more pudding?’ 
he repeats, confidently, reading acquies¬ 
cence in the nervous sound. 

“ Tou’re not my little Tommy boy,” she 


commences, bravely—bat here memory, 
like a dark wave, sweeps overher and blots 
out all her courage. 

“ O, I cannot—I cannot part with you V’ 
she cries, vehemently, and thereupon be¬ 
comes horribly feminine, and goes off in a 
burst of hysterics. The sobbing and the 
shrill laughter penetrate to the lower re¬ 
gions and bring up the landlady, with, to 
use her own expression, “her heart in her 

Bjomh.” 

“Lord sakes, my dear lady; and what¬ 
ever is the matter? here’s the poor young 
gentleman frightened out of his senses” 
and the messenger below stairs waiting for 
an answer, which, he saj's, he had orders 
to go back to the ‘ Coach and ’orses ’ as 
soon as possible.” 

In a moment Trene is herself again. 

“ O, I am so Sorry—I am so grieved 1 I 
roust have overwalked myself. Tommy, 
loy darling, don’t look so frightened; mam¬ 
ma is well again now. Go and eat your 
padding, my child. And, Mrs. Wells, if 
you will come up again in—in ten min¬ 
utes, the letter shall be ready for the mes¬ 
senger.” 

She drags herself off the bed as she 
speaks, and dashes her face in cold water, 
and will not give herself time to think. 
She is ashamed of her weakness in break¬ 
ing down before a servant and a child. 

The Hon. Tommy, reinstated in his 
chair, and consuming the remainder of the 
pudding, as though nothing had happened 
to disturb his pleasure, affords her the 
leisure she requires once more to peruse 
Muiraveu’s letter. There is-no question 
about what she must do; there is-no op¬ 
tion permitted her of judgment or of 
choice; she is simply required to give up 
the child to its rightful -guardian, and 
■wpateTer it coau her, he must gol But 
she cannot meet Muiraven. Every misery 
of her life is connected with this man; he 
may even have been told the stigma that 
rests upon her for his sake. She feels as 
if she should sink into the earth with 
shame if she should see him. She is sore 
still and quivering from the effects of the 
constant shafts Bate loves to drive at her; 
her flesh and spirit alike recoil from the 
idea of discovering her misery to him—or 
receiving his sympathy ami condolences, 
Wbat good can his friendship do her? 
Each time they meet increases the pain of 
parting. It has pleased Providence to 
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strip her of everything. Let it do its worst. 
She gives up love, friendship, all—tbencc' 
forward she will live and die—alone. So 
she sits down and pens the note which has 
already been given to my readers; which 
tells Kuiraven that the child shall be sent 
to him, when and in what manner he may 
choose to intimate, but that she is as yet 
too little recovered from her late bereave¬ 
ment to permit of her receiving visitors. 

Aluiraven does not know what to make 
of her letter. He supposes that, having 
informed Irene that her adopted child is 
the result of air imprudent marriage be¬ 
tween himself and the laundresses niece, 
and that he has but lately come to a knowl- 
edge^of the truth, is sufficient of itself to 
convince her that this was the obstacle 
which prevented him from coming for¬ 
ward as a suitor for her owu hand. But 
the fact is our heroine had never associated 
that obstacle with the idea of any early 
entanglement, and was so occupied with 
the principal object of his letter, namely, 
his intention to reclaim the child, that she 
never guessed that Myra's death had 
broken-down the barrier between them. 
She only remembered that the man who 
had assured her, six short months ago, 
that nothing short of the impossibility of 
their union would have made him behave 
as he had done, and who was likely to 
prove a far more dangerous friend in her 
present condition than he had been before, 
desired a personal interview with her in 
order to deprive her of her last pleasure, 
and she should not grant it him. 

She could not stand face to face with 
Eric Keir (as in her heart she always 
termed him), and cover the desolatlou of 
her spirit with a smile. 

But he is an impetuous, energetic sort 
of fellow, whose patience does not rank 
among his highest virtues, and be can con¬ 
ceive no reason for Irene’s reticence, ex¬ 
cept that she has ceased to care for him. 
Perhaps she never did care for him. Per¬ 
haps she mistook her feelings all along, 
and her real affections had, after all, been 
given to this immaculate Colonel Mor- 
daunt, the remembrance of whose excel¬ 
lences, after four months’ burial, was still 
so redolent of sanctity as to forbid her 
showing ordinary politeness to an old 
friend who had travelled so far to see her. 
At such a horrid time of the year, too! 
Added to being obliged to put up with all 


the desa{p‘ement8 of such a God-forsakew 
hovel as the Coach and Horses. 

Upon his word! w’hat,' in the way of 
sacriiice, does Mrs. Mordaunt require 
further? But women are so eiq/cantes, 
the more you do for them the more they 
want. When he was beyond her reach she 
appeared all devotion to him; now that 
she can have him any day, he supposes 
she will keep him philandering after her 
for ten years before she will make up her 
mind to take him or to leave him! 

Why on earth can’t he forget her and 
have done with it? Hasn’t he had enough 
of women, that the moment he finds he 
has got out of one scrape, he must do his 
best to plunge into another? 

So he says and so he swears, as he 
marches incontinently up and down the 
parlor of the Coach and Horses, wearing 
out his temper and his shoe leather to no 
avail. 

At first he resolves he will go over to 
Cocklebury himself to-night, and try if he 
can see Irene, but, on second thoughts, he 
abandons the idea. After her note it 
would not be kind—it would hardly be 
gentlemanly to attempt to violate her pri¬ 
vacy so soon. He will wait till to-morrow 
to storm the citadel in person. Meanwhile 
he goes to bed, sleeps bat indifferently, 
and is'up at a most xinnsual hour for him 
the next nioruing, making great havoc 
(notwithstanding his anxiety) in the break¬ 
fast his landlady has provided for him^ 
before he turns out in the cold frosty air 
and takes his way towards Cocklebury. 

• ««««*» 

Irene, too, gets little rest that nighu 
There is nothing like a sore heart or an 
anxious mind for keeping one awake. It 
heats green tea hollow. Shehadsatup till 
a late hour the evening before, looking over 
and arranging Tommy’s wardi;obe, and 
dropping hot tears upon each little article 
which she has ordered and planned, if not 
made with her own iiauds, before she 
laid it in the box which is to accompany 
him upon his journey. And when every¬ 
thing was ready for his departure she crept 
into bed and took the rosy child into her 
arms, and watched until dawn, by the 
fiickeriug night-light, the dark curly head 
of hair that rose and fell with the heaving 
of her bosom, only using her free hand 
every now and then to wipe away the tears 
that coursed down her face. Her restless- 
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11053, perhaps, or theinstinctWekno'Wledge 
that he is watched, makes Tommy wake 
early. She is generally the one to he roused 
by his imperative demands for stories or 
breakfast, and the first thing he does now, 
AS consciousness returns to him, is to pat 
her cheek with his little hand. 

** Mamma, Mamma! wake up and tell 
■Tommy-boy about Elisha and the big 
bears.” 

But he is surprised to find on this occa¬ 
sion that his mamma does not require to 
have her eyes violently picked open before 
she complies with his request, but com¬ 
mences at once, in an unusually low and 
subdued voice, to relate all his favorite tales, 
and does not discontinue until the dark 
January morning has resolved itself into 
something like daylight, and the child be¬ 
comes eager to get up and be dressed. 

Irene would like to postpone the moment 
of rising; she feels, with a shudder, that 
this maybe the last time she shall everhold 
her adopted darling in her arms, but the 
young tyrant^s orders are imperative, in 
fact, he wont lie still any longer. 

“ There are beautiful little ice trees all 
over tlie windows, mamma, and I made a 
nice warm house for three of my snails 
under a cabbage-leaf yesterday, and I want 
to see if they’re happy and comfortable. 
Dress me quick, mamma, and let me go 
into the garden and look for my snails, and 
if they feel cold I shall bring them all iii 
and warm them by the fire.” 

She rises languidly and puts a match to 
herfire, and washes and dresses MuLraven’s 
child as if she had been bis nursemaid. 
She, ■who was the belle of the X.oTidon sea¬ 
son, who had been the envied mistress of 
, Fen Court, kneels, shivering in her dress¬ 
ing-gown on that winter’s morning, and 
waits as humbly as a hireling, as lovingly 
as a moUier, on her lover’s heir. She but¬ 
tons up his hoots, still muddy from the dirt 
of yesterday, and carefully wraps over the 
greatcoat and the comforter upon his little 
I chest. And then she takes his chubby 
cheeks between her hands and kisses them 
fervently over and over again, and lets him 
out of the sitting-room door with a caution 
to Mrs. Wells to see him safe into the gar¬ 
den, and goes back to her bedroom, and 
cries quietly to herself with her face buried 
in the pillow. 

God only knows what it is for a mother 
4o part with a child, whether hers by right 


or by adoption. We talk a great deal about 
the ** divine passion,” buttliereis no divin¬ 
ity in anaSectionbasedon selfishness; and 
love, in its ordinary sense {that is, passion), 
has but one desire—to secure the object for 
itself. Wliereas a mother knows from the 
commencement that she brings up her child 
for another. And it is that reason, perhaps, 
that makes maternal love so generous and 
expansive that, where it is true, it can af¬ 
ford to extend itself even to those whom 
its child holds dear. It is the only unsel¬ 
fish love the world can boast of. It is, 
therefore, the only passion that can claim 
a title to divinity. 

Irene feels all this, even as she cries. 
She is miserable at the lUoughc of parting 
with the child, but she would not advance 
one argument in herowu favor that should 
deprive his father or himself of their natU- 
rights. She only hopes that, as it must 
be, it will soon beover, and herself pat out 
of the misery of anticipation. She lies on 
her bed for some time lost in thought, and 
then, hearing the clatter of cups and 
saucers in the adjoining room, starts up to 
find that it is nine o’clock, and she has not 
yet commenced to dress. 

There la no particular hurry, however, 
and she makes a dawdling, untidy sort of 
toilet (women never care about their ap¬ 
pearance when they are miserable), won¬ 
dering the while how soon Muiraven’s mes¬ 
senger will return with the answer to her 
letter. As she enters the sitting-room the 
breakfast has been laid and the little black 
kettle is boiling over on the fire. She 
makes the tea, and glances IndifiTerently at 
the time. A quarter to ten I She had no 
idea it was so late. How cold and hungry 
her child will be! 

She throws open the door at once, and 
advancing to the head of the stairs, calls^ 
“Tommy!—Tommyin a loud voice; 
but no one answers her: 

“ Tommy, darlingP’ she repeats; “ break¬ 
fast is ready. Make haste, and come in.” 
Still there is no reply. He must be digging 
at the bottom of the long slip of unculti¬ 
vated ground he calls the garden. 

Irene walks down stairs, and stands at 
the open back door, with the cold frosty 
air playing about the long rippling hair that 
lies upon her shoulders. “ Tommy, I want 
you. Come and have your breakfast,’* she 
repeats: hut the child is neither to be seeii 
nor heard. 
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“ Mrs. Wells T* from the top of the kitch¬ 
en stairs, “is Master Tommy with you?’* 

“ Bless you, no, ma’am. Aint he a-^am- 
boliing at the back?” 

1 can’t see him anywhere.” 

«Fm sure he was there half an hour 
ago.” 

musthave run down the road. How 
naughty of him I What shall I do ?” 

“I’ll send my Charlie after him, ma’am. 

briuff him ’ome in no time. Here, 
Charlie, jest you get up, and go after the 
young gentleman, and bring him hack to 
his breakfast. Now, look sharp, will you?” 

“ All right! Which way be I to go ?” 

Why, both ways, in course. Go down 
to the Tillage first. I dare say he’s run ofii 
to the sweet-shop. He sud he’d a mind to 
yesterday.” 

“ How tiresome of him!” says Irene, but 
without any alarm. (What harm could 
come to a stunly/elJowiike Tommy on a 
broad country road?) “I’m sorry to give 
you the trouble, Mrs. Wells; but he really 
is such a child!” 

“ You’ll have your two hands full with 
him before another twelvemonth’s over, 
ma’am; and that’s the truth,” replies the 
woman, good-temperedly; and Irene’s face 
blanches as she walks back to the sitting- 
room and remembers that before twelve 
hours are over she will probably have noth¬ 
ing more to do with her troublesome little 
darling. 

««•«««« 

liord Muiraven finds the walk to Cockle- 
biU 7 pleasanter than he anticipated. There 
is something so exhilarating in the air of a 
keen frosty morning that our troubles are 
apt to appear smaller or more hearable be¬ 
neath its influence; and as he traverses the 
short distance that lies between him and 
Irene the prohahiUiy of seeing her again is 
of Jtself su^cient to make the world look 
brighter to him. He recalls their early 
affection, and the interviews they had at 
Fen Court, aud being gifted with as much 
capability of self-appreciation as the geuer- 
aiity of his sex, feels almost confident of 
his power to overcome, by aigument or per¬ 
suasion, whatever scruples may have dic¬ 
tated her last letter to him. The leafless 
hedges on either side the road are garnished 
with hoar frost, the ground beneath his 
feet springs crisp and cheerily; aud as 
Molravw, with his hands lu his pockets 
ami a cigar between his teeth, strides quick¬ 


ly along, he is in Cocklebury before he 
knows it. On the outskirts of the village 
lie several farmhouses, with their sur¬ 
rounding meadows“ia one of which, close 
to the road, is a large pond, just frozen 
over with a two days’ frost. 

“Halloo!” he thinks, as his eye falls 
upon it; “ that looks well. Another couple 
such nights as the last, and it will bear.. 
By Jove, though, that wont do;”—and- 
coming suddenly to a standstill, he regards 
something over the hedge. The object that 
has attracted his attention is the figure of 
a child, none other, indeed, than the rec¬ 
reant Tommy, who, having escaped from 
the cabbage-garden and the snails, has be¬ 
thought him of revisiting the pond which 
excited his envy so much the day hetore. 
On he plods sturdily thrpugh the wetgrassy 
with footsteps evidently'bent on trying the 
treacherous ice. Muiraven for the first 
moment sees only a child in danger of a 
ducking, and calls out a loud warning from 
where he stands; and his voice, although 
unheeded, has the effect of making Tommy 
raise his head before he steps upon the ice. 
As he does so he is recognized. 

The fearless saucy little face, the wide- 
open eyes, the curling hair, no less than 
the highbred air of the child, and the man¬ 
ner in which he is attired, all combine to 
make Muiraven recognize his son, and as^ 
he does so, and realizes his probable dan¬ 
ger, an anxious dread which has never had 
covert there before, rises up in his heart 
and makes him feel that he is a father. 
Without a moment’s hesitation, he leaps 
over the field gate, and runs through the 
grass to save the child. But Tommy is not 
to be outdone. He sees that he is pursued^ 
guesses his sport is to be spoilt, and with 
all the energy that has characterized the 
Norham blood for so many generations past, 
determines that be will not be punished for 
nothing. One slide he will have first—one 
delicious dangerous slide, as be has seen the 
hoys of the village take dowu the frozen 
gutters; so, running defiantly on to the for¬ 
bidden playground, he sets his daring little 
legs as wide apart as possible, aud goes gal¬ 
lantly down the pond. Only for about a 
hundred yards, however, when, meeting 
with some obstacle, his equilibrium is dis¬ 
turbed, he tumbles bead over heels, and in 
another moment is floundering amongst the* 
broken Ice. Muiraven, arrived at the brink 
of the pond, with all the haste he cau^ 
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walks straight in after him, crashing and 
dispersing the ice ri^t and left as he goes. 

The water is not deep, and the child is 
easily recovered, hut as Hniraven brings 
him to the bank he is frightened to per- 
ceive he does not stir. 

His eyes are closed, his mouth is half 
open, and from a cut across his forehead 
the blood is trickling down bis face in a 
tbiii red stream. 

The father’s heart stands still. 

What is the matter? "What on earth 
should have occasioned this ? Can he he 
dead? 

He folds the hoy closer in his arms as the 
horrible thought strikes him, and harries 
onward to the village. The dripping state 
of Tommy’s clothes and his own nether 
garments, wet up to the waistband, excite 
the curiosity of the Cocklehurians, and he 
is soon surrounded by a little crowd of men 
and women all ready and anxious to direct 
him to Irene’s lodging’s. 

“ Is there a doctor here ?” he demands, 
hurriedly. 

‘‘Bless you, no sir. We’ve no parish 
doctor nearer than the town; and he only 
oomes over Hondays and Thursdays.” 

“ Bun on, then—any of you—^as quick as 
you can to Mrs. Mordaunt, and tell her to 
have hot water and blankets ready for the 
child.” 

In. his anxiety for Tommy’s well-doing, 
Muiravcn does not consider the agony with 
which his intelligence will be received by 
Irene, and half a dozen villagers, e^er for 
a reward, tear helter-skelter into Mrs. 
Wells’s presence, to tell her “ the young 
gentleman’s been drownded, and she’s to 
get a hot water bath ready to put him in.” 

Irene, who is getting fidgety about the 
child’s continued absence, is standing in 
the staircase when the message isdelivered. 
It strikes upon her heart like a bolt of ice. 

“WhatP* she says in a voice of horror. 
“ What?” 

” O my dear lady; don’t take onP’ ex¬ 
claims Mrs. Wells, wringing her hands and 
” taking on ” herself as much as is possible 
on 80 short a notice; “ hut the poor dear 
child has got hisself in the pond, and 
they’re a-bringing him ’ome to you. Xiord 
a’ mercy I but here they areP’ 

Irene does not scream^he does not even 
speak; but all the color forsakes her face 
as she stands there for a moment, with her 
hand pressed on her heart, as though, till 


that chooses to go on again, she could nei¬ 
ther think nor act. Then she makes one 
or two feeble steps forward to meet Muira- 
veii, who comes quickly up the narrow 
creaking staircase with the boy in his arms. 

” Give—give—she says faintly, as she 
encounters him, and, without a word of 
explanation, she presses his unconscious 
burden to her breast. 

She carries it, slowly but firmly, to the 
light, and then sinks down upon the floor 
in a kneeling posture, with the child 
stretched across her knees. 

” O my lamb !—my own lamb P’ she cries, 
in a voice of anguish that might pierce the 
heavens, “ no one has thepoftoer to take you 
from me nozc.”’ 

And Muiraven, standing by her, hears 
the words. 

“Mamma,” says Tommy languidly, as 
though in answer to her appeal—” don’t 
cry, mamma.” 

Irene stares at the child. His eyes are 
open—a faint color is returning to his lips 
—he is once more conscious. She screams 
with joy. 

“ He is not dead P’ with rapid utterance. 
“ Who said he was drowned? Look!—he 
smiles—^he speaks to me. O! my child— 
my baby—my own darling! God could not 
have had the heart to take you away.” 

And thereupon she rocks him backwards 
and forwards violently in her arms, and 
cries a plentiful shower of tears above him 
that relieve her excited brain. 

“ Lori bless you, my dear lady,” says the 
sympathizing Mrs. Wells, “ the dear young 
gentleman’s no more drowned than I ami 
See he’s a-trying to raise hisself, the pretty 
dear. Let me take him from you, ma’am. 
He must be a deal too heavy for your arms.” 

“Let me place him in the bed,” says 
Muiraven, gently. 

“ No I no! I am quite able to carry him,” 
she answers, staggering to her feet. “Mrs. 
Wells, let me have the hot bath at once, or 
he may take a chill. Make up the fire, 
Susan, and boil his bread and milk. And 
mamma will undress you. Tommy,” she 
continues, in soft cooing accents to the 
child. “ Mamina will take all these wet 
clothes off her little Tommy-boy, and put 
him in a nice warm bed, and tell him stories 
all day long. 0 my love I my baby!—what 
should I have done if I had lost youP’ 

And so murmuring, she passes with her 
burden from lluiraven’s view into the ad- 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 



jorniDg apartment, whence he is made cog¬ 
nizant, without partaking of the nursery 
mysteries that ensue, and result in Kaster 
Tommy being tucked up very dry and warm 
and comfortable in bed, and apparently 
■without any more injury than is conveyed 
by a strip of diachylon plaster across his 
forehead. 

It is nearly an hour before Irene appears 
again, and Muiraven cannot help thinking 
she has made her absence longer than was 
necessary. As she enters the sitting-room 
she looks pale, harassed and weary, AJl 
her fire Las departed, to be replaced by a 
nervous tremor that will hardly permit her 
to look him in the face. 

He meets her, holding out his hand. 

“ At last, Isuppose I may say, Mrs. Mor- 
daunt, that I hope I see yqu well.’* 

am afraid I most have appeared very 
rude,” she stammers: “ but the shock—the 
fright of this accident—” 

“ Pray don’t think it necessary to apolo¬ 
gize. I can make every allowance for your 
forgetfulness. It is fortunate I was on the 

“Then it was you I I have heard nothing, 
remember. * I have had no time even to 
inquire.” 

“ O, it was undoubtedly me. I was tak¬ 
ing a constitutional along the Cocklebury 
high road this morning, when I came upon 
the young rebel about to make an experi¬ 
ment in sliding. I shouted to him to stop; 
but it was no use. He would have his own 
way, so I had to go after him. It’s lucky 
the water was not very deep nor the ice 
very strong, or I might nothave fished him 
out in time. As it was, breaking the Ice 
bead foremost stunned him; and had there 
not been help at hand, I don’t suppose you 
would have seen the young geutlemaii 
again.” 

He speaks indifferently, as though the 
matter were not of much consequence to 
either of them; but she is trembling all over 
.with gratitude. 

“ O how can I thank you sufficiently I— 
how can 1 say all 1 feel at the child’s recov¬ 
ery! I shall never forget it as long as I 
live.” Then he remembers that the boy is 
bis, aud not hers, and blushes at what may 
seem presumption. 

“You must be very thankful too,” she 
adds, timidly. 

“ O, of course—of course,” he says, turn¬ 
ing away. 


He is so bitterly disappointed at her re¬ 
ception of him. It seems as though she 
had forgotten everything that has ever 
taken place between them. But it is com¬ 
ing back upon her now only loo vividly. 

I—I—have not offered you anything. 
Lord Muiraven,” she says, glancing at the 
teapot and the toast-rack. *‘Have you 
breakfasted ?” 

“ Yes—thanks.” 

“ Wont you take another cup of tea or a 
glass of wine?” 

“ I don’t care for wine so early; but, if I 
might venture to ask—if you have such a 
thing in the house as a little brandy?” 

His teeth chatter as he speaks. She looks 
up quickly, 

“Are you not well?” 

“ I feel slightly chilled—rather damp 
about the extremities, iu fact,” 

She glances at his habiliments, aud sees 
w’ith horror that his trousers are soaked 
through up to the waist. 

“Good heavens! Lord Muiraven. How 
did that happen? Did you—^you—fall in 
too?” 

“ Yot exactly; but you can.hardly expect 
a man to fish a child out of four feet of 
iced water and keep warm and dry at the 
same time.” 

“ Aud I never thought to ask if you re¬ 
quired anything!” 

Her face turns red with shame, and with 
a deeper feeling, that is half self-reproach 
and half azixiety lest he should come to 
harm through her neglecL 

“O, nevermind me,” he answers, laconi¬ 
cally. “I shall do well enough; and I 
didn’t expect that you would think about it.” 

“ Lord Muiraven, please don’t say that 
What can I do for you now? You ought 
not to remain in those wet clothes. I know 
it is very dangerous. Shall I aeud a mau 
to the * Coach and Horses^ for a change?” 

“ No, thank you. I think I’d better walk 
back myself. If you will give me a glass 
of brandy— ” But he is shivering as he 
speaks. 

She files to the bell, all excitement and 
eagerness again, and orders the servant to 
bring what he desires. 

“ But that is not sufficient!” she exclmms 
as he drinks the brandy—“ I am sure that 
is uot sufficient. And I am so helpless to 
do more for you. Lord Muiraven, do go 
home! It seems inhospitable to say so; 
but I am sure it will be the safest thing to 
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do. Go and get dry clothes on you at once 
—O, how you are trembling—and go to 
bed, or do anything that is necessary. You 
should take care of yourself for—^for— 
everybody’s sake.” 

He turns and looks at her. 

If I go, may I come again?” 

‘•For the child?”—nervously. “Oyes, 
of course; but he had better wait until to¬ 
morrow DOW, had he not?” 

I should not think of moving him to¬ 
day. Till to-morrow, certainly; and per¬ 
haps I shall see you before then. Good- 
moming.” 

He walks down stairs almost abruptly, 
and leaves her to herself. As soon as he 
is gone she sits down and drinks her tea, 
and feels as though she had but just wak¬ 
ened from some fearful midnight dream to 
find that it was morning. 

**»♦**» 

Tommy sleeps quietly for half the day, 
and is miraculously good the other half. 
The cut upon his forehead has made his 
head ache, and he is disinclined for any¬ 
thing but to lie still and hear Irene read to 
him; and when he is wearied of that, and 
closes his eyes in sleep, she sits beside him 
offering up thanks to Heaven for his preser¬ 
vation, and thinking, not without some 
qualms of self-reproach, of the man whose 
claims to sympathy she had almost ignored 
in her alarm about his son, but who is, 
nevertheless, though she will not acknowl¬ 
edge it, ten thousand times dearer to her 
than Tommy can ever hope to be. As she 
sits in the darkened room recalling his fea¬ 
tures and the sad air with which he greeted 
her, her heart pleads for him and for her¬ 
self; and she speaks his name in a fond 
low whisper, whilst she entreats him not 
to think hardly of her for her reception of 
him. “If you only knew, Eric—if you only 
kuew she keeps on repeating, until her 
fancied colloquy resolves itself into 
tears. 

In the evening, when Tommy has finished 
his tea, sitting wrapped up in a shawl upon 
her knee by the drawing-room fire, and has 
been carried back to bed again, her heart 
leaps to hear Hniraven’s step upon the 
stairs. “ How foolish of me,” she thinks, 
as she bolts Into the bedroom to recover 
herself, “when we shall never, necer he 
anything but friends. O Eric! O my 
love!” And then she falls to kissing Tom¬ 
my till she nearly wakes him up again. 


“Mrs. Mordaunt P’ says Muiraveu through 
the half-closed door. 

“lam coming,liOrd MuiravenP’ And 
in a minute she appears before him.. “I 
hope you have taken no harm from your 
immersion this morning. I have been re¬ 
proaching myself for my carelessness ever 
since; hut I never thought that you were 
wet.” 

“ Pray don’t think aboat it again. I am 
all right. How is the boy?” 

“ Quite well, thank you. He is asleep. 
Would you like to see him?” She leads 
the way into the next room, and they stand 
beside the bed together looking at the sleep¬ 
ing child. Presently Muiraven stoops down, 
and kisses him upon the forehead. 

“ Poor little chapP^ he says softly. 

“Lucky little chap, you mean,” replies 
Irene, speaking far more cheerfully thau 
she feels. 

“ To have you to love him and look after 
him. Yes.” 

“He will not have that long. By the 
way, Lord Muiraven,” as they return to the 
sitting-room, “please tell me—I would 
rather know at once—are you going to take 
him away to-morrow oithe next day?” 

“ I don’t want to take him away at all.” 

“But under the circumstance.^ consider¬ 
ing that he is —” 

“ Do you love him very much, Irene ?” 

“ O Lord Muiraven, you need not ask me 
that! You know—^you must know— 
Tears prevent her finishing the sentence. 

“ Then keep the child. I have no wish 
to part you.” 

She looks up in astonishment with sweet 
wet eyes that make him tremble with eager¬ 
ness to fold her in his arms; but he only 
moves his chair a little nearer to her own. 

“HeepAim/ Buthow cani, knowinghe 
is your lawful son? It could not be for 
long, you see; in a very few years his educa¬ 
tion, his welfare, his station in life, every¬ 
thing would combine to part us; and I— 
forgive me for saying so—but I Iiave had so 
many partings, I feel as if I could not 
undergo another. Ho; it is best it should 
be as jou first intended. He is your heir. 
Take him away, and rear him to be a com¬ 
fort to you. I have no longer lot nor part 
in him.” 

“Irene! Irene! I cannot bear these 
tears.” 

“I am very weak to let them flow. I 
didn’t mean it; but you know how hard it 
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is for a woman to restrain them. Don’t let 
us discuss the matter any more. His 
clothes are ail packed and ready to go, and 
I—am ready to resign him.” 

“ You love him almost as well as if you 
were his mother.” 

“ I thiuk almost as well.” 

You have kept and looked after him for 
two long years, during which without your 
care he might have died; and do yon think 
thatiwili part you now? Never! Irene, 
you have acted as a mother towards my 
child. Don’t give him up. Be his real 
mother now.” 

He has come quite close to her, and got 
possession of her hand; but the face she 
turns to his is pained with doubt and mis¬ 
conception. 

“Eric, what do you mean?” 

“I mean that the barrier that has spoiled 
both our lives is broken down, Irene; that 
you and I are free to lone.” 

“ Good God P’ 

“ Have you not guessed it ? Did you not 
understand that the obstacle that kept me 
years ago from asking you to be my wife 
was this same marriage tie which was 
broken, but not disaunuiied; which from 
shame I had kept a secret from the world 
and my own father, and dared not divulge 
even to yourself? And can you wonder, 
after what has passed between ns, that, 
finding myself once more free, you find me 
Tieret” 

He has clasped both arms around her 
waist, and flung himself upon the ground 
before her; and she has placed her hands 
upon his hair, and, with blurred and misty 
sight, is gazing blindly into the depths of 
the violet eyes that are fixed so passionate¬ 
ly upon her own. 

“Irene, my darling, my angel, answer me. 
Are you to.be mine?” 

“Yours/" she saysdreamingly. 

“Yes, mine—my wife—my very own for¬ 
ever! Think of the years I have been wait¬ 
ing for this happiness, aud don’t keep me 
in suspense.” 

'i But she startles him by suddenly leaping 
from her chair like oue possessed. 

“ O, I never thought 1 I never dreamt,” 
she says rapidly, in a kind of feverish deiir- 
ium, “ that it was i/utt that -separated us. 
Tommy, Tommy, my baby, we shall never 
part again 1” And thereupon she leaves her 
lover standing by himself, and running to 
the next room, falls weeping on his chiid. 


Huiraven,.with a comical look of dw 
pointment on his face, follows and slaai. 
beside her. 

“ I’ve not had an answer to my quesfion ’ 
he says presently. ’ 

She turns in all her frank, glowioj 
womanhood, and throws herself into tu 
arms. 

“ O Eric!” she sighs contentedly, “what 
need of answer? JTTiy hme I ioced Wi 
child/" 

Now I should like to leave my tale jus: 
where it is, and my hero and heroine jut 
where they are, for, since anticipation h 
invariably better than reality, I am sore 
they have reached their ciimax of happi¬ 
ness. But there are other people connect¬ 
ed with their story, in whom perhaps some 
interest may have been awakened, and 
therefore I will throw myself into thehi^ 
est condition (ali novelists are clairvoyants), 
and tell you what I see happening in a year 
to come. 

Oliver Jlordaunt is living at Fen Conn 
with his Aunt Isabella, and they really gel 
on wonderfully together. Since Dene has 
lived at Berwick Castle he has conquered 
his antipathy to holding Colonel Jlordaunfs 
property; yet he declares he shall never 
marry, but leave it to her eldest sou. Horn 
terrons. Doubtless it is not the first vow 
that Fen Court has seen registered and 
broken. One thing is certain, however, 
Mrs. Quekett’s baneful presence will darken 
its walls no more. The housekeeper is sUil 
living upon my dear Lady Baldwin, uid 
other fashionable patronesses, of whose 
secrets she has become possessed, and will 
not let them forget the circumstance. Pain¬ 
ful as the revelation of his birth proved to 
him, Oiiver would not take back his former 
ignorance, were it to be coupled with a ser¬ 
vant’s tyranny. He has laid that ghost, 
once and forever, for the Leicestershire 
Mordaunts. 


Joel Cray is married, and the possessor 
of a very neat little farm on the outskins 
of Priestley, where his mother and her 
family live with him. His love for his 
cousin was true enough whilst it lasted; 
but, with the discovery that she had not 
been more wronged than her husband, some 
of his chivalry died out. Does that fact 
lower him in the opinion of my readers? 
He had a large and generous heart—why 
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jboold its affections be ail wasted on the 
dead, whilst tic living lived to benefit by 
them? 

It did not take long to secure Lord Nor- 
Iim’s forgiveness for his son’s delinquency, 
and be welcomed Irene with all the aflfec- 
tioB of a father, and the pride of a noble¬ 
man who rejoices in the prospect of seeing 
his ancient line carried on by a woman who 
would adorn any station in life. 

The Honorable Tommy, much spoilt, 
passes his life with his grandfather at Ber¬ 
wick Castle; bnt Lord and Lady Muiraven 
spend much of their time in London, or in 
visiting theirfriends and relations, making 
up, in fact, for the long and weary widow¬ 
hood during which they were divided, ’ 

Ire they happy? 

Ah! my friends, is auybodyhappy hi this 
world? Don’t try to peer too closely into 
Irene’s second married life, lest you should 
be disappointed. Tou expect so much for 
your characters of fiction—so iitUe (if you 
are reasonable) for yourselves. She loves 


her husband as devotedly as it is possible 
for one human being to love another—she 
would not have him in any particular dif¬ 
ferent from what he is—she could not imag- 
iue the horror of having her life separated 
from his own. And yet— 

And yet (if there have not already been) 
I have no doubt there often will be times 
when she will wonder how she could have 
made herself so utterly miserable without 
him. The fact is, no creature in the world 
is worth the misery of another creature’s 
life. We pine for them, we rave after them. 
We strain every muscle—sometimes we com¬ 
mit every siu to attain them—and when 
gold lies in our hand, it turns to ashes and 
dead leaves. 

Ah f mortals, take love when it comes to 
you—thankfully—adoringly, if you will; 
but never sin to grasp it. 

The only love which satisfies in Uie at¬ 
tainment (and in this last sentence lies the 
whole moral of my story) is the Love in 
Whose Presence sin must not he named. 


I 
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ARCHIE nUNLAP’S NOAH’S ARK. 

BY WILLIAM L. WILLIAMS, 


OscE there was a little boy named Ar¬ 
chibald Dunlap; he had blue eyes, rosy 
cheeks and curly golden hair. At the time 
of my story he was just six years old. This 
little boy did not hare any brothers and 
sisters, but he had a good papa and mam¬ 
ma who were very kind to him, and brought 
him a great many things to make him 
happy. He had so mauy toys that his 
mother had to give bim two shelves in her 
china-closet to keep them on. He had a 
lot of picture books, too, such as ** Hother 
Goose’s Melodies,” “Old Dame Trot and 
her Wonderful Cat,” “ Goody Two-Shoes,” 
“The Three Bears,” and a great many 
more besides. Archie, as he was always 
called, took great delight in his books, and 
knew them all by heart, he had heard 
them read to him so often; for every even¬ 
ing, when his father got home from the 
store, he would take off his boots and coat, 
put on a pretty dressing-gown and slippers, 
and then Archie would perch himself on 
his knee, while his father read aloud to 
him. Sometimes he would tell a story in¬ 
stead of reading, and Archie liked this 
much better. There were one or t vo 
stories which he was always ready to hear 
rei)eated, but usually he wanted new ones 
“ that he had never heard before.” 

One Thursday afternoon Mrs. Dunlap 
was going out to do some shopping, and 
Archie could not accompany her, because 
he had a cold which kept him in the house; 
so he would have lo stay alone, no one 
being in the house except Joanna the cook. 

“Mamma,” said he, as his mother stooped 
to kiss him just before she went out, “ will 
you buy me something at Mr. Wheelock's ?” 

jffr. Wheelock kept an apothecary’s store, 
but in one comer he had a small lot of 
toys, and it was a favorite resort for Archie, 


when he went “ down town,” to stop in. 
and examine the wonderful cats and dogs, 
whistles and txnmpets, games and picture 
books to be found there. 

“ Yes, my son; what would yon like to 
have me buy for you ?” replied his mother. 

“ O, I think I should like a Noah’s ArV 
better than anything else,” said Arohie. 

“Perhaps I will bring you one,” said 
his mamma, “if Mr. Wheelock has any.” 

“ One thing more I will ask before you. 
go, mamma,” said Archie; “willyou stop 
at Mrs. Salient’s, and ask Cephas to come 
over and play with me?” 

Mrs. Dunlap promised that she would 
do so, and Archie took his seat at the pai^ 
lor window, to watch for his playfellow’s 
coming. 

“I knew what I’ll do,” he said to him¬ 
self. “Cephas likes to play jackstraws; I 
will get mine already for him.” 

So he went to the closet, and took from 
his shelf a round box, which he brought to 
the table and poured its contents out upon 
the cloth. There were sticks and hoes, 
rakes, shovels, ladders, and lots of things 
to make the game difficult to play. 

In a few minutes Archie spied Cephas 
coming dowu the street; he was running 
and skipping along, with a package in his 
hand. Archie wondered very much what 
it could be, all done up so nicely in white 
paper. Cephas soon came running in, 
saying: 

“ O Archie, I am going to stay all the 
afternoon with you! and I have brought 
my box of dominoes to play with you.” 

“That’s goodl And I’ve got mj jack¬ 
straws all ready for a game, too. Which, 
would you play first?” asked Archie. 

“I guess jackstraws will be the best,” 
replied Cephas. 
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Now Archie was very desirous of playing 
with the dominoes, for he did not have 
any, and they were new to him; but he 
remembered that Cephas was a visitor, and 
it would be very impolite to insist upon 
playing the doniinoes, so he assented to 
playing jackstraws. Cephas began the 
game; he dropped the bundle of straws in 
a confused heap, and then, taking the lit¬ 
tle hook, commenced picking them up 
carefully. He had gathered quite a num¬ 
ber, until at last, in trying to take up a 
ladder, he caused a rake to move at the 
same time. 

“Ah, you joggled, Cephas 1’^ exclaimed 
Archie, who h.ad been watching the opera¬ 
tion very closely. 

It was now Archie’s turn, and he had a 
lucky throw, for some very difficult pieces 
were found lying separate from any others, 
and therefore easily taken. So the game 
went on, until all the sticks were taken 
up, and then commenced the counting up. 
Cephas was ttic victor. 

“Do you want to play again?” asked 
Aj'chie. 

“ Yes. I think this is a splendid game,” 
replied his playmate. 

Archie gave a longing look at the box of 
dominoes, but again controlled his inclina¬ 
tion, and began a new game. This time 
he was the winner. 

Now let’s try the dominoes exclaim¬ 
ed he. 

So the much-wished-for game was 
opened, and Cephas taught Archie how to 
piay. This amused them for a while; then 
they grew tired of it, and wanted to do 
something else. 

“Let’s play with my ninepins,” suggest¬ 
ed Archie. 

“No; I don’t want to play that,” an¬ 
swered Cephas. 

“Will you spin my humming-top?” 
asked Archie. 

This was agreed to. The top was found, 
but the cord was not with it. 

“ Here—take this,” said Cephas, picking 
up the cord which had tied up his box of 
dominoes. 

Jt did very well, but the top would not 
:.pin good on the carpet. 

“We want a bare floor to spin it on,” 
said Cephas. 

“ It would be better; but we ean’t take 
up the carpet,” said Archie. 

“ Can’t we go out in the kitchen? That 


would he a grand place to spin a top,” re¬ 
marked Cephas. 

“Tiptop,” said Archie; “but I don’t 
believe Joanna will let us spin it there.” 

“ Let’s try it, anyway. I don’t see what 
right she has to say you shan’t play in your 
own kitchen,” said Cephas. 

“ Nor I, either; but she is dreadful cross 
whenever I go down there to play, and says 
the kitchen is jio place for boys to play in. 
We can go and see, though; i)erhaps she is 
good-natured to-day,” said Archie; and he 
started off for the kitchen, followed by 
Cephas. 

They found Joanna busy, making pump¬ 
kin pies. She looked rather frowningly at 
the hoys when they entered her domain, 
but said nothing, and therefore the tox>- 
spinning soon commenced. Archie had 
his first turn, and he made the top hum 
splendidly. Then Cephas tried it; but, 
unfortunately, just as the top was fairly 
spinning, Joanna started across the floor 
with a large pan of boiled pumpkin in her 
hands, and she trod upon the top, lost her 
balance, and over she went, upsetting the 
pumpkin all over Cephas, and breaking the 
dish in pieces. Her arm struck the hot 
stove, burning it badly. 

Here was trouble enough. Cephas be¬ 
gan to scream, thinking he was almost 
killed. Archie was very much frightened, 
and Joanna was highly exasperated at the 
accident, and turned the boys out of the 
kitchen. 

“Odear! What shall Ido?” cried Ce¬ 
phas, looking in dismay at his clothes, 
completely daubed with the golden sauce. 

“I don’t know,” said Archie. “ I guess 
you’ll have to run home and get your 
mother to wipe it off. It’s too bad. I 
think that Joanna might have known bet¬ 
ter than to have done that.” 

“ I don’t like to go through the streets 
looking so,” said Cephas. 

“O, you can run fast, and it wont take 
you two minutes,” replied Archie. 

So Cephas started off as fast as he could 
scamper down the street. Every one that 
he passed stopped and looked round to see 
who that boy was, so bountifully decorated. 
When he came to a corner, he turned it so 
swiftly and abruptly that he went plump 
against a very fashionably-dressed young 
man, who was taking a walk, hoping to at¬ 
tract attention, and be the “ observed of all 
observers.” Now he was pretty sure that 
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people would look at liim, for Cephas had 
transferred a portion of the pumpkin to his 
new acquaintance, seriously impairing the 
beauty of the fashionable suit. To add to 
his distress, a party of young iadies, 
friends of his, passed by, and looked with 
■wondering eyes at his daubed clothes, and 
then at Cephas, ■who had recovered him¬ 
self. and was again runniug towards 
home. 

In the meantime Archie returned to the 
parlor, feeling very sorry for the mishap in 
the kitchen, and wondering what his 
mother would say, when she returned, and 
eaw her pumpkin pies spoiled. He wished 
that he had staid out of the kitchen, and 
contented h i m self with some different 
amusement; but it was no use to wish—the 
mischief was done, and the best he could 
do was to be sorry for it. He thought that 
he might do something for Joanna, be¬ 
cause she burnt her arm so badly. He 
went to a little box of his, where he kept a 
great many things that he wanted to save, 
and took from it a finger ring with five 
blue stones in it. It was one that he had 
found on Boston Common, one day when 
he was visiting that city ; there was not 
much value in it, but he had kept it a long 
time, and considered it quite a prize. Now 
he thought he would give it to Joauna, to 
console her for the accident which had 
happened. He took it into the kitchen, 
and found Joanna dressing her burnt arm. 
She looked very cross when she saw Archie 
again, but her countenance changed for 
the brighter when he said: 

It was too bad, Joauna, that ■we made 
you fall and hurt yourself. I am real 
sorry, and I have brought my ring—you 
may have it for your owu.^’’ 

O bless your heart, honey! I am not 
much hurt, sure, and it’s not I that would 
be taking the ring at all at all,” answered 
Joanna. 

Archie tried to persuade Joanna to ac¬ 
cept his peace-offering, but she would not, 
although it had the desired effect of mak¬ 
ing her good-natured and forgiving. A 
few moments after this, Archie was re¬ 
joiced to see his mother coming up the 
street, and he hastened to the front door 
to welcome her. She was soon on the 
steps, and met her little son with a loving 
kiss. 

“Have you been a good boy, Archie?” 
was her first question. 


No, mother; I am afraid I have not 
been very good,” Archie replied. 

“Whathas been the matter—anything 
happened ?” asked his mother. 

“ We were spinning my top in the kitch¬ 
en, and it tripped Joanna up, so that she 
spiUed all the pumpkin pie, and hurt her 
arm on the stove. I was real sorry, mam¬ 
ma, and hope you will forgive me,” said 
Archie. 

“ I will certainly forgive you, my son,” 
said Mrs. Dunlap, “for I know that you 
would not do such a thing inteuUonally. 
Where is Cephas ?” 

“ He went home, for he was covered 
with the pumpkin which Joanna spilled ou 
him when she fell,” answered Archie. 

“ I am very sorry that this happened, but 
I feel happy that you came forward so 
frankly and told me the whole story, with¬ 
out trying to conceal anything. You are a 
good boy, Archie, and mother lov es you 
dearly.” And again Archie was blessed 
with a sweet and loving kiss from his 
mother’s lips. ” Here is your Noah’s Ark, 
Archie,-” and Mrs. Dunlap handed him a 
package, neatly tied with a pink cord. 

It Was carefuUy untied, and there came 
forth a beautiful ark, painted yeUow, -with 
blue windows, a red roof and a red boat. 
Archie was delighted; he danced around 
the room with joy, and then, opening the 
roof, he took out Noah and his wife, in a 
yellow suit, Shem aud his wife in a blue 
one. Ham and his wife were dressed in 
red, while Japhet and his wife were ar¬ 
rayed in a garb of green. Then came the 
animals. There were two elephants, two 
camels, two unicorns, and so on, down to 
two little mice. 

“ O mamma, they are splendid I I wish 
I could set them all up. May I have your 
card-table to put them on?” exclaimed 
the happy little fellow. 

Mrs. Dunlap opened the card-table, aud 
rolled it into the middle of the room. 
Then Archie took his Noah’s Ark, and 
placed all the animals in procession, be¬ 
ginning with Noah, and gradually decreas¬ 
ing in size to the end. It looked very 
pretty when it was done, and Archie called 
his mother to come and see it. Then he 
thought of Joanna, and he ran to the 
kitchen and asked her if she did not want 
to come and look at it; so Joanna wiped 
her hands, and came to see the sight. She 
thought it very grand indeed, aud held up 
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both her hands in wondering admiration. 

“ I wish Cephas had staid, and then he 
conld have seen it,” said Archie. “ Per¬ 
haps I might go and ask him to come up 
now.” 

“ I think it would be better to wait till 
to-morrow, and then he can come and help 
you set them up,” suggested his mother. 

Archie cheerfully assented to this, for he 
had always been taught that mother’s plans 
were best, and he never thought of oppos¬ 
ing them. 

“ Can I let them stay till papa gets 
home?” he asked. 

This request was granted, and Archie 
waited for his father’s return. Mr. Dunlap 
went to Boston every morning in the cars, 


and returned in the evening, and Archie 
was allowed to sit up until he got home. 
At last the steam whistle was heard, and 
Archie cried oat, joyfully, “ That’s papa’s 
train; now he’ll be here in a minute.” 
And sure enough, in about a minute the 
well-known step was heard at the door, and 
Archie opened it, and found himself in his 
father’s arms. 

Thenfoilowed agood time. The wonder¬ 
ful Noah’s ark was shown, and all the ad¬ 
ventures of the day related. Archie’s bed¬ 
time soon came, and he gave the good-night 
kiss, and went to his little trundle-bed, to 
dream of his Noah’s ark, and all the curi- 
jous animals it contained. 
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AT LAST. 

BY HBS. B. B. BBSOIy. 


“Aucb,”— and Roger Southwick’s calm 
face wore a look of rising annoyance,—“ I 
do nob see anything like *duty’ about it. 
Are not our various charitable iustltutlons 
organized to meet just such needs as this?” 

“But Olive has such a horror of charita¬ 
ble institutions, and begs so not to be sent 
to one. And, Roger, we wouldn’V like to 
think of /ter child in one of them.” And 
Alice South wick’s voice grew a trifle un¬ 
steady. 

Roger Southwick turned abruptly and 
walked to the window. Alice waited ten 
minutes, then she went softly to his aide, 
and laid her hand on his. 

** ‘ Inasmuch as ye do it unto the least of 
these,’ ” she said, gravely. 

Roger Southwick bent suddenly and 
touched his lips to his sister’s forehead. 

“You are right, Alice,” he said, softly. 
“ Olive can come if you desire it.” 

“Thank you, Roger I” she responded, 
earnestly. 

But he did not notice; there was an ab¬ 
sent look on his face, and he went almost 


immediately out, and up to his little study,, 
where, for a good hour, Alice beard him 
pacing steadily back and forth across the 
floor. Once or twice she laid down the 
wristbands she was stitching, and pressed 
her fingers bard over her eyes; and once or 
twice the firm red Ups grew softly tremu¬ 
lous, like a grieved child’s; but otherwise 
Miss Southwick was quiet and self-pos¬ 
sessed, and, to a superficial observer, the 
perfect ideal of unalloyed happiness. 

Roger Southwick was the pastor of the 
“Valley Church”—a pretty bird’s-nest of 
a place, hidden away among the pictur¬ 
esque hills, its slender burnished spire 
gleaming like a pale torch through the 
plumed crowns of pine and larch. 

Mr. Southwick Lad been in Clayton some 
half dozen years. It was a small parish, 
and the “loaves and fishes” were neither 
very laige, nor very plentiful. But there 
are more desirable things than money— 
that mouey even cannot buy, omnipotent 
as it is—and Roger Southwick believed 
that he had found them; and, loving and 
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teloved, lie toiled contentedly among his 
little flock. 

It was a matter of considerable specula¬ 
tion with the Clayton people that.Mr. 
Southwick did not marry. A minister is 

so universally a family man, that his per¬ 
sistent bachelorhood (nade the contrast be¬ 
tween himself and his ciericai brethren the 
more noticeable. It was no secret that Mr. 
Southwick was thirty-seven, and his sister 
thirty-three. And yet they might either of 
them marry if they would—but very evi¬ 
dently they would'not 

There was considerable surprise ex¬ 
pressed in Clayton when it was tirst learned 
that Miss Southwick had adopted the 
■“Drury foundiing.” as Olive Lester was 
called, it having somehow got out, through 
a servant, that she had beeu bound out to 
them, or adopted, or something, when she 
was very young. 

The Drurys had not been particularly 
popular in Clayton. There was something 
about them that people “couldn’t see 
into.’’ They were spoken of as being 
“ queer,’’ no one in Clayton knowing their 
private affairs, which everybody knows is 
a mortal offence in a country town. 

Then Mr. Drury had no “ visible means 
of support,” and his wife didn’t live at 
Clayton, but came occasionally to the 
hotel, boldly registering her, name as 
“Mrs. Charles Drury,” and having the 
children—there were two of them, one of 
seven and one of three years—brought 
over every day while she staid, which was 
usually about a week; at the end of.which 
time she would pay her bills and depart, 
leaving the interested Claytoners who so 
much desired information, as ignorant as 
before she came. 

Mr. Drury had a housekeeper-r-a Mrs. 
Blaine, a quiet, though resoluterlooking 
woman of fifty or thereabouts—^whom the 
children called, “grandmother;” whether 
she really held that relationship to them 
or not, was another subject for speculation. 
Mr, Drury himself .was perhaps forty, a 
dark, stem, silent man, whose looks aud 
manners repelled “interviewers” most ef¬ 
fectually; and for the five years that, he 
lived in Clayton, hoth his domestic and 
financial affairs were an inscrutable mys¬ 
tery to the anxious neighborhood. At the 
end of this time he shocked them still 
further hy dropping dead in the street one 
day. Possibly some faint hope was enter¬ 


tained, even at this late moment, that now 
■the mystery which had enveloped him 
would be cleared up. But Mrs. Blaine 
was, if possible, more reticent than Mr. 
Drury had been. The very evening of his 
death she closed the house, took the two 
children and the dead body of their father, 
and left for Ifew York. 

Mr. Drury had been a constant attend¬ 
ant at the Valley Church, and wiuin 
the news of his sudden death reached 
them, both Mr. Southwick and bis sister 
went up to the house. Mrs. Blaine was 
even then preparing for departure, and uot 
many minutes had elapsed before it was 
whispered about among the neighbors who 
iad been drawn in by the sad event, that 
Olive Lester was to be left behind, Mrs. 
Blaine having said, in addition to this dec¬ 
laration, that “ the benevolent people who 
had felt such a warm interest in their af¬ 
fairs, could now transfer it to Olive.” 

There was a sort of half-whispered con- 
sulution as to what was to be done with 
the “ Drury foundling.” There were plenty 
who thought “ somebody ” ought to lake 
her in, but no one willing to do it himselL 
The prejudice against the Drurys attached 
itself in a measure to her, and finally some 
one suggested that she be sent to the alms¬ 
house—“ it was what such places were for.” 

Olive Lester listened with drooping eyes 
and crimsoning cheeks, and when Miss 
Southwick went out, she rose hurriedly 
and followed her, catching at her dress in 
a half-fiantic way. 

“O Miss Southwick! don’t—don’t let 
them do itl” she cried, breaking into a 
fierce storm of tears. “ I had rather die 
than go to the almshouse. O, what shall I 
do!” 

. “Dear child, I do not know,” Alice said, 
both pained and perplexed. “ I will see 
what can be done.” 

“You wouldn’t let me live with you?” 
she asked, in an eager whisper. “ O, if I 
only could!"’ And- the girl’s face grew 
white as death with the intensity of her 
emotion. 

‘*1 don’t know—I’ll see, dear,” Alice an¬ 
swered, hastily. Something in the girl’s 
face had touched a long-silent chord in her 
heart, and woke strange echoes. Yielding 
to an impulse she could 'not resist, she put 
her arms about her, and drew her face to 
hers and kissed it. 

Alice Southwick went home full of a 
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new purpose. She should never marry— 
she had known that these long, long years; 
and despite her love for her brother, she 
was just a little lonely at times. There 
was a vague unsatisfied craving in her 
heart—why might not this girl fill the 
sometimes painful void ? Then she began 
to look at it in the light of duty; it is so 
pleasant to regard a thing we desire to do 
as a duty. 

The result of all this 1 have told before¬ 
hand. Olive Lester, the “Drury found¬ 
ling,” was now spoken of as “ Hiss South- 
wick's protege,” and that lady’s wisdom 
in the act in question duly criticised and 
commented on. 

The advent of Olive Lester in the house¬ 
hold necessitated some changes. I think 
it was these that Hr. Southwick dreaded, 
and caused his opposition to her coming. 
Two or three persons living much alone, 
get into certain grooves of thought, feel¬ 
ing and habit, which are somehow unpleas¬ 
antly disturbed and broken up by the con¬ 
tinued presence of others. The quiet rou¬ 
tine of reading, study, work, and that se¬ 
cret charm of home, the restfuluess of 
silence, if one is in the mood, without any 
feeling of responsibility concerning enter¬ 
tainment, must be all, in some measure, 
disturbed by the addition of new elements 
in the family circle. 

Hr.-Southwick said to himself that it 
was folly to let this girl of a little more 
than a dozen years interfere with or alter 
their habits or manner of living. But the 
gay voice, breaking into song and laughter 
on the stairs, in the passages, in the garden 
and under the windows, would interfere 
with the theses of his sermons. And then 
he felt instinctively that the profound— 
and possibly a little dry—essays and re¬ 
views which were his favorite reading, 
were not interesting or instructive to the 
untutored mind of a girl like her. There 
Was the danger that the girl would get dis¬ 
gusted and refuse all mental food, if kept 
on too solid a diet. Then the hours of 
quiet and meditation, which Alice had 
■always been so careful not to interrupt, 
were broken now by questions, relations of 
Wonderful bits of adventure, and by piano 
practice; for it was next to impossible to 
make Olive understand the doctrine of 
'-times and seasons.” And yet there was 
an element of freshness and vitality in the 
.abounding life and spirit of the girl, that 


brought back much of the glow and fresh¬ 
ness of youth to Roger Southwick’s heart 
and brain; and though he was disturbed, 
he was yet insensibly benefited. 

Olive Lester was not one of those quiet, 
characterless persons who drop into and 
assimilate with other’s habits. She had 
strong individuality and an irrepressible 
Ilow of spirits. The fact that she was the 
inmate of a parsonage toned down but 
slightly the gay sparkling effervescence of 
her nature. She even teased the “minis¬ 
ter” himself. She invaded his study, and 
looked over his shoulder when he was 
writing sermons, making odd little criti¬ 
cisms and suggestions, which were not par¬ 
ticularly conducive to that coucentraL'on 
of thought sermon writing is supposed to- 
demand. 

Before she had been in the parsonage 
six months she was “monarch of all she 
surveyed,” from the grave, rather quiet 
minister, to old Molly, tlie mulatto serving- 
woman who had been in the Southwick 
family from time immemorial. She was so 
bright, and fresh, and pretty, so gay and 
yet so tender, that they all with one con¬ 
sent fell down and worshipped her—figiuS 
atively speaking. She was like some rare 
flower long delayed by darkness and chill, 
which bursts suddenly into glorious bloom 
beneath tine tender touch of soft airs and 
fervid suns. 

And so the years—three sweet, swift, 
happy years-^ran by, and save for 07ie dap 
in the year, the faint impalpable shadow 
that had always hung about both Mr. 
Southwick and his sister, was utterly dis¬ 
persed. Every one said how “young” 
Mr. Southwick grew; how in sympathy 
with the interests of the rising generation 
he was; and also how earnest and eloquent 
his sermons were becoming. 

I cannot describe just what Olive Lester 
was to Miss Southwick. I do not think she 
could have done it herself. She only knew 
that through her she seemed to get back 
sometbiug she had lost—something that 
belonged to her, and which she needed to 
make her life complete; She affected her 
curiously at times; something in or about 
her touched her heart 8tr;mgeiy, and 
brought back the sweetuess and pain of 
her own death. 

But I said there was one “dark day” yet 
at the pretty valley parsonage. This day, 
christened by old Molly “memorial day,” 
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was the 23d day of Jaly. On this day Mr. 
Southwick kept in his room, and Hiss 
Alice in hers, not even coming down to 
their meals. 

“ It’s been so these eighteen years,” old 
Moliy said, in a mysterious confidential 
whisper to Olive, whose curiosity was 
strongly excited by the mystery that hung 
about it. It was a great trouble come 
upon ’em, dear, and you mustn’t say any¬ 
thing more about it,” was her invariable 
conclusion to all Olive’s importunities. 
And in this Molly was firm, though in 
everything else Miss Olive could wind her 
round one of her pretty dimpled fingers. 
Her devotion to that young lady was almost 
ludicrous; and I believe she would have 
been supremely happy to be, literally, a 
footstool for those dainty little feet, as she 
really was, figuratively. 

But one day old Molly fell ill, and Olive 
insisted upon nursing her, refusing to leave 
her night or day, bathing her stifE limbs, 
and holding her wrinkled hands as ten¬ 
derly as if she were her own mother, 
until overtasked nature asserted itself, and 
Mr. Southwick found her one morning 
kneeling by the bedside in an exhausted 
sleep. He took her in his arms and car¬ 
ried her to her room, laid her on the bed, 
came softly out and turned the key, and 
with a strange flush on his face went up to 
his study and locked himself in. 

After this Molly’s devotion changed to 
worship. Mr. Southwick and Alice looked 
at each other and smiled when any partic¬ 
ularly extravagant phase of it was devel¬ 
oped; but Molly was never reprimanded 
for her idolatry. 

Heretofore she had had strength to- re¬ 
fuse all of Olive’s pretty coaxing, but now, 
when the fourth anniversary came, with 
the memory of her tender nursing fresh in 
her heart, and they two alone, as usual on 
those days, her resolution wavered. Per¬ 
haps the pretty, girlish figure crouched on 
the carpet at her feet, the small white 
hands crossed on her lap, the bright plead¬ 
ing face lifted eagerly to hers, had some¬ 
thing to do with Molly’s relenting. Mot 
even the heart of an old serving-woman of 
almost fourscore years is proof against 
the magnetic charm of youth and beauty. 
I do not think any heart can be. 

“ H you will promise, sure, not to tell, 
dearie,” Molly said, in a hesitating voice, 
looking fondly into the bright young face. 


“Aunty, you know that I would not,”. 
Olive replied, very soberly. 

“ Because you see, pretty, that it is a 
family secret,” Molly continued, with a 
little air of pride; “and nobody in Clay¬ 
ton ever dreamed of the minister or Miss 
Alice ever having any trouble, they’re 
always so quiet and cheerful.” 

“Wont you please hurry, aunty?” Olive 
interrupted, nervously, the soft bloom in 
her cheeks wavering and deepening till it 
matched the glow of the crimson fuschias 
in her hair. “ Because, you know,they Tnigfti 
come down, and—and—and I must know 
this story ?’ she added, in a low intense 
voice, so different from the light gay tones 
characteristic of her. 

“Don’t take it to heart so, dearie,” 
Molly said, soothingly; “it’s nothing you 
can help, and your coming has been such 
a blessin’ to ’em; why, Mr. Roger just 
worships you, pretty; and he don’t seem 
to mind the old trouble half as much as he 
did before you came.” 

The color went out of Olive leslei’s 
face, and then came into it again in a soft 
rosy wave; butMoiiy was too intent upon 
the past to notice. 

“ You see,” she went on, impressively, 
“ it happened a long time ago—years and 
years afore you were bom—but laws! it 
don’t seem long to me, for you see I lived 
in their grandfather’s family” (Molly said 
this with a little sigh of proud satisfaction) 
“ afore their father was married 1 A h i 
there wasn’t a family in the State that held 
their heads auy higher than the South- 
wicks then. But Mr. Phil—he was brother 
to Mr. Ecger’s father—was pretty wild, [ 
expect^ and run up bills eveiy where, which 
were sent to his father to pay; and at last 
he got into some sort of trouble in New 
Orleans—I never knew just what—and his 
father and Mr. George went on there, and 
were gone a long Ume. 1 remember, be¬ 
cause I had gone to live in Mr. George’s 
family then, and his wife got down sick 
with worrying—you see she wasn’t never 
very well, and died that same year. Well, 
when they come home, what do you think 
they brought with them ?” 

“ Pm sure I couldn’t guess. Aunt Molly, 
unless it was a slave.” Olive’s ideas of the 
South were mostly confined to cotton, and 
sugar, and slaves. 

“They just brought a babyP’ Aunt 
Molly responded, impressively, lowering 
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her voice to a harah whisper. “ Dear me 1 
it seema like I could see that teeiity mite 
of a baby now, a looking at me with her 
big solemn eyes, just as she did that morn- 
iu* three-and-thirty years ago. 

‘ It's brother Phii’s child; her mother 
is dead, and I want her brougiit up and 
used just like my own children,’ said Mr. 
George, very sober like. I expect I looked 
alittle glum, for he turned to me and spoke 
quite sharp: ’ 1 want you to always remem¬ 
ber this, Molly.’ You see Mr. Roger was a 
stout little fellow of eight years then, and 
Alice was the baby, though she was nigh 
five years old, and I just worshipped them 
both; and I wasn't just pleased to have 
this little dark wild-looking thing crowded 
upon us. I’d no idee I should ever grow 
to worship the very ground that little crea¬ 
ture walked on, but I did! We all of us 
did for that matter; I expect we couldn’t 
help it. 

“ One day, when she had been with ns 
nigh a year, Mr. George came in and took 
Jlotty—we called her that, she was so lit¬ 
tle, though her real name was Carmel-.- 
aod held her very close in his arms. 
‘Thank Heaven, Dotty, you’ll never know 
anything about it now I’ he said, very low 
and queer like. Then, after a little pause, 
he added, looking at me, ‘Philip Is dead, 
Molly, and henceforth she is my child. I 
hardly know the difference now.’ And I 
don’t think he did, or any of us, unless we 
loved her better, and humored and in¬ 
dulged her more. 

“ I always thought Mr. Roger fell iu love 
with her the minute he set eyes on her; 
and as she grew into girlhood, so bright 
and pretty, he fairly idolized her. I think 
we all understood that she should be Mr. 
Roger’s wife as soon as she was old enough 
to marry, and he was through co"ege. I 
know she expected it herself, and I can 
see now just how the red blood would 
break through her dark cheek whenever it 
was hinted at. About six months before 
Mr. Roger was to graduate there was a 
■formal'engagement made between them, 
and the time fixed for their marriage, 
which was to foliow in a month or two. 

“ Before this Mr. George had lost his 
health, and the property had nearly all 
'gone to settle Mr. Phil’s affairs, which left 
them rather straitened, and Mr. Roger set 
;out to leave college, but Miss Alice would 
not hear of such a thing, and before they 


any of them knew it, she had engaged her¬ 
self as an assistant teacher in the Bolton 
Academy. She had been there two terms, 
when one day she told her father that she 
had made an engagement of quite another 
sort. I don’t think he was greatly sur¬ 
prised, for West Cleaveland, the principal 
of the school, had been out to the ‘ Cedats’ 
—the old Southwick homestead—more 
than once, and had taken no pains to con¬ 
ceal his love for Miss Alice, while she, 
though less open about it, looked up to 
him as a sort of god, and watched him 
with such a kindling sort of a look in her 
eyes when she thought no one saw. And 
he was worth looking at; and though I was 
only an old servant, and only half white at 
that, it done my eyes good to look in the 
handsome fair face, with its sun.shiny blue 
eyes, and great masses of heavy brown 
hair and beard that looked as if the sun¬ 
shine had got lost in it. 

“it was the day before the summer va* 
v:ation at Bolton that Mr. George was 
taken with a brain fever. Carmel had 
been away to a girls’ school most of the 
time for a year and a half, but her educa¬ 
tion was finished, and she had come home 
the week before. But when Mr. Geoige 
was taken so wild like, I sent right off for 
Miss Alice, for she had always such sweet 
quiet ways that she was as good as medi¬ 
cine when one was sick. Besides, I could 
oiot think of Carmel as a nurse, she was 
more like a bright gay-winged butterfly, 
with her rich color and pretty form. 

“ For three weeks 1 didn’t think of much 
else but that dreadful fever, and neither, I 
think, did Miss Alice. Mr. Cleaveland 
had come to the Cedars two days after 
Alice, and had been there off and on ever 
since. To be sure, Alice could only see 
him at intervals, for she would not give up 
the care of her father to any one, and he 
would not have any one but her. I don’t 
know what made me first think that Mr. 
Cleaveland was very contented -withont 
Miss Alice, but I know 1 got to watching 
him walking in the garden with Carmel, 
and I grew uneasy, and was glad enough 
when Mr. Roger came. Mr. George seemed 
belter for a few days, and Miss Alice, 
while and worn, came out among us. I 
thought everything was right then, and 
even blamed myself for my foolish notions, 
as I called them. It was the twentieth 
day of July that Mr. Roger got home. The 
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morning of the twenty-third I was wakened 
hy a rap at my door, and a roice—I didn’t 
think then it was Mr. Eoger’s, It sounded 
so strange—calling my name. I thought 
Mr. Geoige was worse, and I dressed me 
right quick and hurried out. I found Mr. 
Boger walking up and down the hall with 
a face as white as the face of the dead. He 
stopped when I came out, and beckoned 
me toward him. It was eighteen years 
ago, but I can see just the pitiful look 
there was in his eyes as he lifted them to 
my face. 

** ‘ Molly,’ he said, in that same strange 
voice, ‘Alice wont be able to stay with 
father to-day. Try to get along with us 
the best you can. A great sorrow has 
come into our lives, and we have no one to 
help us but you, dear, faithful old friend.’ 
Thai was just what he said—‘ friend.’ 
Me, a poor old serving-woman! and he 
called me his ‘ friend P I felt so proud 
and happy for a moment that I nigh about 
forgot his great trouble. ‘Carmel has 
gone,’ he said, fumbling at a hit of paper 
in his vest pocket. ‘ God knows, I only 
hope she will be happy—^happier than I 
conld make herP ” 

“And she had gone away with this Mr. 
Cleaveland, who was to be Miss Alice’s hus¬ 
band P’ Olive cried, breathlessly, her bright 
face clouded, and her lids heavy with tears. 

“Yes, honey, and it was the twenty- 
third of July. Don’t cry, pretty; you 
would have me tell you the story. I—’’ 

"But didn’t yon ever hear of them 
again r’ Olive interrupted. 

“Well, yes, we heard they weren’t happy 
—^and Tm sure they ought not to be—^and 
had separated, she taking her child and 
going away from him. That is all we ever 
heard, though Pm pretty certain she would 
have come hack to us, if she had been 
alive, before this. I think Miss Alice 
thinks so, too.’’ 

“Aunt Molly P’ And Olive caught her 
breath quickly. Roger Southwick’s well- 
known step was^in the hall, and a moment 
later he said, opening the door a little: 

“ I am going to Clive to visit a sick par¬ 
ishioner. I shall walk over, and ride back 
in the seven o’clock trala/^ 

“Well, if this don’t beat all!’’ Aunt 
Molly ejaculated, peering oat the window 
as he went down the path, hardly believing 
the evidence of her own senses, “ Some¬ 
thin’s goin’ to happen—now you see P’ 

• 


“O Aunt Molly—don’tP’ cried Olive, 
pale and trembling. “ What can happen 
Just between here and Clive, only four 
miles ?’’ 

“ 0,things enough—things enough, child! 
And that he should go off to-day, and with¬ 
out a mouthful of lunch P’ And Aunt 
Molly shook her head, and swayed herself 
to and fro in her chair. 

Olive sat and looked at her, a curious 
feeling of awe coming over her. Suppose, 
something should happen—and to him! 
Her heart seemed to suddenly cease beat¬ 
ing, and the blood in her veins feit as if it 
were slowly turning to ice. The sunshine, 
falling through the smoky haze, fell in 
quivering lines of red-gold light across the 
carpet and the window-sill, seoding a slow 
shudder along her pulses—it looked so like 
blood I 

Gay happy little Olive Lester was get¬ 
ting decidedly nervous, an altogether new 
sensation to her, and as a faint suspicion 
of the truth dawned upon her, she took 
down her hat 

“I am going woodsing, aunty,” she 
said, tying the soft scarlet ribbon across 
her dark braids. “ I believe I’m in the 
doldrums, and need some vigorous sort of 
exercise.” 

“Butyou wont go off ranging long?” 
with an anxious look. 

Olive laughed faintly. The long consti¬ 
tutionals she was in the habit of taking 
over the Clayton hills, in Aunt Mollis 
vocabulary were “ ranging.” 

Out in the soft air and sweet slumbrous 
silence of the hills, Olive’s spirits recov¬ 
ered their wonted tone, save for a little 
feeling of sadness at the story to which 
she had Just listened, and a feeling of 
growing wonder that any man in the 
world could have won a woman from Roger 
South wick I 

The south wind rose and fell in faint 
ripples, the outlying hills drowsed in the 
sleepy air, and the soft scent of wild aza- 
lias hlled the smilight with sweet odors. 
Olive Lester, despite her gayety and light¬ 
ness, was possessed of one of those finely- 
attuned, sensitive natures, iu harmony 
with wood, and sky, and air, and all the 
oeauliful and marvellous developments of 
nature. The flowers held, somehow, some¬ 
thing more than mere color and odor for 
her; and the coloring of the evening sky, 
the cool hush of dawns and twilights, the 
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wonders of forest life, and ihe soft song: of 
running brooks, all talked with, her in that 
mystic language, for which, if it is not 
understood in the heart, there is no inter* 
preter. 

And so the hours had slipped away un¬ 
heeded, till the slant light, falling across 
the bills, began to leave long cool shadows 
in the vales and hollows. Then she started 
up, and something of the nervousness of 
the afternoon came back. She recalled in¬ 
voluntarily the prophecy of old Slolly that 

something was going to happen,” and 
despite all her efforts, a strange feeling of 
apprehension took possession of her. From 
the hill back of the “valley church” there 
was a view for nearly two miles, of the 
railroad track. With an odd feeling of be¬ 
ing impelled by some force aside from her¬ 
self, she hurried up the hill, and giddy and 
out of breath from the wild haste she had 
made, she stood on the brow of the hill 
and looked down the abrupt wooded de¬ 
scent, upon the long thread of railway, 
curving sharply around the base of the hill, 
where the river narrowed to less than thirty 
rods, though further to the right it spread 
out almost into a lake, over the low marshy 
meadows. 

Suddenly a sharp low cry burst from the 
girl’s blanched lips. Midway of the stream 
there was a confused mass of stone and 
mortar, and, leaning down, she saw that 
-the abutment at one end of the bridge had 
given way, and stone, limber and gravel 
were piled in a promiscuous heap in the 
water, the sand slowly sifting and sliding 
from the end of the now fearfully perilous 
bridge.. Looking back at the church clock 
she saw that it lacked less than ten minutes 
of seven, and at seven o’clock the train 
from CUve was due, and he was in it I 

The train was a little Jate, and the engi¬ 
neer was “making up time.” Suddenly, 
under the dim shadow of the hill Uiat rar. 
for nearly half a mile parallel with the 
track, he espied a slight figure running ap¬ 
parently, toward them, and flourishing a 
light cloth, nearly as large as itself, in the 
air. The sharp shrill whistle of “down 
brakes ” was sounded, the engine was re¬ 
versed, and with a shock and a jar that 
threw half of the passengers from their 
seats, the train stopped less than a rod from 
the eiid of the bridge 1 

“ My God 1 look there T’cried the engineer, 
hoarsely, leaping off and pointing to the 


crumbling ruin. “If it hadn’t been for 
that little girl, this would have been the 
last trip for more than one of us I Gk> back 
some of you—we passed her forty or fifty 
rods back, a mere child, she looked,” he 
cried, excitedly. 

Half a dozen men ran back Oii the track, 
each heart beating with gratitude and ad¬ 
miration for the little girl who had saved 
them from almost certain death. One out¬ 
ran his companions, sprang down the soft 
embankment, and with a quick cry caught 
the girl to his heart, and she—she looked 
up into Roger South wick’s face I 

“Thank God I” escaped the girl’s white 
lips; then the blue-vehied lids dropped, 
and the scratched and bleeding hands fell 
at her side—Olive Lester had fainted. 

There were scores whd offered to help, 
but Roger Somhwick pushed them all 
aside, and took the limp unconscious form 
in his arms, the torn dress hanging in tat¬ 
ters about the dainty limbs, and the crushed 
hat hangiug over his arm by one long scar¬ 
let string, and climbing the winding path 
that led around the base of the hili to the 
church, walked with long rapid strides 
toward home. 

“ Who is the girl ?” asked one of the men 
who had gone back with Southwick. - 

“O, it’s a girl the Southwicks adopted. 
That was Southwick; he preaches in the 
little church whose spire you can see yon¬ 
der, and lives with his sister some twenty 
rods beyond. 1 expect we may thank 
heaven he was on the train, for the girl was 
probably looking for him, and saw the 
bridge. I suppose she came through that 
thicket—at least I judge she did by her 
torn flesh and clothing. She had torn off 
half her dress for a signal, I saw it lying in 
the sand at her feet.” 

“ Will you please give me the gentleman’s 
Christian name?” the stranger interrupted, 
sharply. “ 1 have strong reasons for wishing 
to know.” 

“ O, yes sir. Roger Somhwick is his full 
name, aud—” 

“ Will you please put m6 in a way-to get 
to his house as quickly as possible ?” he in¬ 
terrupted again, this time with an energy 
that caused the man to turn and look at 
him. 

“Follow me,” he said, springing up \he 
path previously taken by Southwick. There 
was a look in the man’s face that awed him. 

Ten rods from the door the stranger said 
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abruptly, half turning round. “ This will 
do, you may leave me now?’ and then 
walked hastily toward the cottage. 

Alice Southwick, hurrying through the 
hall for some pieces of soft iinen to hind 
up Olive’s tom hands, was interrupted hy 
a quick eager rap. She took a step back¬ 
wards and opened the door. 

“ West CleavelandI” she cried, sharply; 
then, her face suddenly growing white and 
stem: “ How dare you come here—to hia 
house, after so wronging him?” 

“ I came because I could not iive any 
longer without his forgiveness—without 
yours, Alice!” 

“ I have nothing to forgive, Mr. Cleave¬ 
land,” she replied, coldly. ” I will speak 
to my brother; he can see you if he likes; 
at present Olive needs our care.” 

“Tesiknow. I was on the train.” 

“ Fou/” starting and shuddering, and in¬ 
voluntarily raising her eyes to his. 

*‘0 Alice! as you hope to be forgiven, 
’be merciful to mef’ he implored. “If you 
knew iiow I have suffered for my sin P’ 

“ Where is she—Carmel?” she asked, 
faintly,' looking away. 

“Didn’t you know? She died in less 
than five years after she went away from 
Clayton.” 

Alice Southwick pot her hands to her 
face, burst into tears, and walked unstead¬ 
ily away. 

After Olive had been cared for, and had 
fallen into a light sleep on the sofa, with 
Molly, on guard, Alice met her brother in 
the parlor. That he was pale and deeply 
agitated did not surprise her. Indeed, 
nothing could surprise her—she felt so 
strange, and numb, and dizzy. 

“I have a strange story to tell you, 
Alice,” Mr. Southwick said, gravely; “she 
—kiurOlive, is West Cleaveland’s child.” 

, “KogerP’and Alicecaughtatachairfor 
support. 

“ ’Tis trae, Alice, and for that reason— 
Olive’s sake—^I have forgiven him all the 
wrong he may have done me in the past. 
1 can see, now, how God hath led us all 
through ways we knew not of,” he said, 
gravely. 

“ But how came she to he deserted, and 
left to the charity of strangers?” Alice in¬ 
terrupted, faintly. 

“ He has told me all, Alice. The infat¬ 


uation wore off very quickly, and each 

honestly owned the Uuth to the other_ 

thatanotherwasfirstintheirhearts. After 
Olive was bora they arranged to live sepa- 
rately,she keeping the child, and he furnish¬ 
ing funds to defray their expenses. Soon 
afterwards Cleaveland went to Europe and 
was absent five years, leaving his family 
with some peopie by the name of Drury. 
When he returned his wife had been dead 
a year and a half, and the Drurys had 
moved West and had taken the child with 
them. He has been trying to find her ever 
since, and Alice, I dare not say it was not 
Sis hand that in this strange way led him 
to her.” 

“ 0 Eoger! how can I give her up?” she 
interrapted, sharply. 

“ Please, Mr. Eoger,” Molly said, open¬ 
ing the door, “ that child just insists upori 
seein’ you, right off.” 

Mr. Southwick’s grave face fiushed as he 
turned and went hastily out. A moment 
more and he was kneeling by the side of 
the sofa, and holding two little bandaged 
hands tenderly in his. The conference 
lasted so long that Molly got uneasy and 
opened the door just the faintest hit of a 
way, and closed it again 23 quickly, with 
a curious expression of mingled amazement 
and delight on her wrinkled face. But 
Molly was good at keeping secrets and 
never revealed what she saw. 

There was spine little excitement in Clay¬ 
ton when the pastor of the Valley Church 
married his sister’s’ protege, and he “old 
enough to be her father,” as some people 
pleasantly remarked. But the pastorafore- 
said labored under the delusion that it was 
the crowning wisdom of his life. 

HoTE. I knew I should forget something 
—a woman almost always does—hence the 
invariable “ postscript.” I knew you have 
been expecting something of the sort 
(though why you should lam at a loss to 
tell, for devotion and constancy are rare 
enough in these times, heaven knows), and 
so I add that Miss Southwick accepted the 
eighteen years of expiation, and West 
Cleaveland, at the same time. 

To be sure, my dear madam, neither you 
nor I would have done anything of the kind. 
But neither I nor you were in love with 
West Cleaveland, which makes all the dif¬ 
ference in the world—don’t you see ? 
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